WHAT HAPPENED 16 


LOUIS 
JORDAN ? 


MARRIED 
MEN — 
ROAM 


| MARRIED A 
BLIND MAN 













Style No. 533 
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40-48 9.98 
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Sty_E No. 544—SWEET TALK. The 

boxy button-front jacket fits your hips, 

the straight skirt takes over from Style No. 542 

there. Wear it smartly solo, or with 

a frilly blouse. Smart push up sleeves, 
side slits and tab pockets. Cool linen 

~ look rayon in white, pink or powder 
blue. 


Styt—E No. 533 — FLOWER SHOW. 
Airy washable Bemberg sheer organza 
with bouquet of posies circling the 
full skirt. and self-same posies out- 
lining the deep-scoop neckline. White, 
pink, powder blue. 









Style No. 595 STYLE No 542 ™ 
GLAMOUR SCOOP. 


9-17 98 Nylon and cotton that 
10-20 washes beautifully, 


drips dry ready to go 
8.98 














2012-2812 
40-48 


without ironing. The 








elasticized on-or-off 


* 






Shoulder smocked -— . 
neckline is sure to win Skylark Originals 
pept.77-66 — , Asbury Park, N. J. 
J] PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
ment plus 30c¢ to cover postage and handling— 
I save over 7Sc in C.O.D. fees. 
0 C.0.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 
plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 

I may return garment in.10 days if not satisfied. ; 
1 Style No. | Size | 1st Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice , 


compliments. White. 
powder blue or pink 




























StyteE No. 595—FIRE- 
CRACKER. Our em- 
broidered sparked linen 








like rayon, with re- 









versible fringed stole 

and two-color dress. : 4 
Red and white or navy x, 
and white. 
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wonderful news jrom Lucky ffeart (oumeties 


NOW! COLOR-KEYED MAKE-UP 
CREATED JUST FOR YOU 


Stop using make-up colors not meant for you. They shame your beauty! 


Brands and shades of make-up that look so good on TV-blonds or fair-skinned magazine brunettes 
do not, in fact, cannot ever look good on You. Such make-up was never meant for You to wear since it is 
not made with Your Skin Coloration in mind! Make-up which is completely wrong for You can make the 
prettiest woman look pretty silly. Isn't it true that your own mirror has often told You that Your 
make-up is wrong and does not look good on You? Now, there’s no reason for You to use a “wrong- 
shade’ make-up. Now, there is no need to shame and hide your own natural beauty under wrong 
colors. Lucky Heart has solved your beauty problem! 


Here’s the Answer to your beauty prayers 


Lucky Heart proudly presents its new Color-Keyed Make-Up, created, designed, blended, tested and care- 
fully made with your specific skin coloration of foremost importance in our minds. You'll find a 
shade of Stazon Lipstick, Rouge and Nail Polish, or shades of Lucky Heart Face Powder, that blend 
perfectly, add naturally to your own beauty, regardless of your own particular skin-tone, texture or 
age. You'll find a delightfully beautiful new woman looking at you from out of your own mirror 
the very first time you use Lucky Heart Co/or-Keyed Make-Up. That Woman is You, can be You, when 
You choose these new beauty aids as your own make-up. You'll find, too, that Lucky Heart's Color-Keyed 
Make-Up gives You the lighter, brighter, more radiant look of a natural beauty—because you'll be 
wearing naturally radiant colors that truly harmonize with You. No other make-up, no other manu- 
facturer, has, or in many instances, cares, to give You this consideration. Before you buy your next 
make-up item, look deep into your own mirror and ask yourself: ‘Is my make-up really right for 
ME?” We think you'll see the reasons why it's time for You to switch to Lucky Heart’s Color-Keyed 
Make-Up. You'll be smart and look smarter. And that’s more than a promise, it’s a guarantee! 


How you can get your 
Color-Keyed Make-Up 


Color-Keyed Make-Up, as are all Lucky Heart Cosmetics, is sold only by 
neighborhood Lucky Heart Representatives. They're fine, friendly, courteous 
people, interested in helping you choose the right cosmetics for You. 


LUCKY HEART FACE POWDER 
Choose from six perfect color-keyed 
shades of this soft, sheer natural- 
looking powder. It's the smoothest 
textured, longest-clinging Face Pow- 
der you've ever tried. Only 90 cents.* 


STAZON LIPSTICK 

Lively, rich natural colors. Stays on 
fresh and bright to keep you looking 
young ond pretty. Protects your 
lips, too, it's creamy! In golden 
swivel case, only $1.10.* 


STAZON NAIL POLISH 

Lustrous color glides smoothly onto 
your nails. Dries bright. Resists 
chipping, peeling. Harmonized with 
lipstick shades. With applicator, 50¢.* 


STAZON FLOWING ROUGE 

A tiny drop, smoothly blended, adds 

young, glowing color that always 

looks natural, never rouged. Easy 

to apply because it flows. An out- 

standing value for real beauty | 90¢.* 
“plus tax 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics, Dept. 2F, Memphis, Tenn. 

| would like to buy Lucky Heart Color-Keyed Make-Up but no Lucky Heart Repre- 
sentative calls on me. Please send me full information on how | can get Color- 
Keyed Make-Up right away. 





Welcome them when they call. If no Representative has called on You, 
please send the coupon or write to Lucky Heart, Dept. 2F, Memphis, 





Tenn. We will send you complete information on how You can get 
Color-Keyed Make-Up, now. 


Name 
Addres: 
City. 























THE STORY OF 


Tampax not only has a history — it 
has made history! Alchough only twenty 
years old, it has revised and revolutionized 
the whole idea of monthly sanitary protec- 
tion. Millions of women have used billions 
of Tampax—wouldn’t consider going back 
to the bulk and inconvenience of pads. 


Tampax was made by a doctor . . . for 
the welfare of all women. Tampax is simply 
the purest surgical cotton, compressed in 
slender, easily disposable applicators. 


More and more women began using 
Tampax. Tampax continues to gain new 
users each year, because women welcome 
the poise and freedom Tampax brings. It’s 
both invisible and unfelt when in place . . . 
no bulges or ridges to “show.” 


Now Tampax is known all over the world. 
Women in over 75 countries use Tampax. 
It’s particularly popular in hot, sticky 
climates, for Tampax cannot chafe or 
biad . . . positively prevents odor from 
forming at any time. 


Drug and notion counters everywhere 
carry Tampax, in a choice of 3 absorbency 
sizes (Regular, Super, Junior) to suit indi- 
vidual needs. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. _ 










Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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y °o tate crepe features low-cut 
a opening for three antiqued but- ice neck, dr: bust and 
tons. Cerin inch vent at poe eet hn om Skin-stim 



















@ Red. junior sizes 5 to a ; ft S 
) 15; Misses sizes 10 to 18. & ~- 
$13.98 - 











me =661 HUG LOVE 

Sensational new trumpet sheath 
lovingly hugs your every curve 269 OPENING NIGHT 
from stand- cow! to impu- Perfect to slip on over every- 
dent trumpet skirt with its thing you own’ Full cut, swingy 
own net lining for permanent date duster of firm, silky rayon 
flare. A rayon-linen summer faille with jeweled trim. Navy. 
sensation that will be just as Black, Beige-Giow. Sizes 10 to 
fabulous for fall! Jet Black, 18 $10.96 



















#615 










#615 BOLD BEWITCHER 









Camellia White, Sizes 10 
to 18. The tiny grece $12.06 A torso tempting sheath of 
‘ 2268 revealing rayon faille that 
#450 below t 
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1599 1599 COSSACK STRIPE light flat 
Top any skirt or trousers with , wiring 












this striped Blouse in exciting é 
cossack style! Standup collar p . ‘ . 
, fine Elastic from here 


















luring Myton ck, Pacific 


es 32 = 
Red. Siz 00 =15S MOLLYWOOS PROFILE. 


introduced to the public for 
the first time! For you who 


have dreamed of heaven-sent 
cleav: and youthful pointed 
never 4 


\] 
Sizes 32 to 38 





371602 PICHIC PANTS 
Dreamy outing shorts, little 
im sweater knit cot 












top mate. Black. Turquoise 
Coral. Sizes 10 to 16. A real 
Duy at 14 


so Bare 
peau-TIES : Nee iow 
Fs ows pullover 
Peek tan Perk ves | and elasticized Ad o 
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breast pocket with gay her 
aldic design. Washable. Con 
fetti White, Lemon Yellow 
Copen Blue Sizes 10 to 18 

$7.08 






satin, 4 a 
= i Ay — a og ommneney stitched 
perfect for playing, lounging tor waranteed it Petal white 
or entertaining. Long Zipper F) or Chorus Black. Sizes 32 to 
front, 2 side pockets and Baas ns 

7 





= 462 SAILOR BEWARE 
Smooth rayon gabardine with 
Dig buttons in front-just the 
real sailor pants! Resists wrin- 
kles and spots y. Navy 
Black. Green. Sizes 10 to 18 

$6.98 
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Special at 


21537 SKIRT MATE 
Suspender Skirt, Figure-moided 
“Mermaid” flounce. High-rise 
lines accent bust. Suspenders 
are detachabie. Yarn-dyed ace 
tate taffeta. Black, Red Flame, 
oya! Bive. Sizes 10 to 18 

at $8 68 


Special 






| Please send the following styles: (order by numbers) 


631 FIESTA! e 
Exotic 2-piece cotton cocktail 
Gress i ed from Mexico 











ZONE ___. STATE 





pire! Black or Red with White 
White with Black Lace 
Sizes 10 to 18... $18.08 


























NEW HAIR GLORY AS 
SCALP IS IMPROVED 


New Medicated Formula of Advanced 
Sulfur-8 Works “Miracles” Both Ways 


DARL | 
nFLOVED | 





A Forum On ” 

Marriage Problems ins 

ha 

an 

yo 

ju 

fr 

By Frances Jackson ie 

ste 

’ in 
} EAR MRS. JACKSON: fo 
I am 21 years old and very lonely. pl 

I don’t have any friends, men friends ar 

that is, because there are no nice, single in 

men in my community. I used to go fr 

with a man and he said he loved me, th 

but he has taken another man’s wife and th 


A Magnificent Head of Hair. Sulfur-8 actually brings out soft new hair 
beauty with deep lustre and longer, healthier, richer appearance. Important 
experts know why the new, enhanced Sulfur-8 can do so much to build up the 
glory of even the most measly parched hair, so that it soon begins to reveal 
its true, full natural length . . . so silky-smooth and radiantly lovely. 


is living with her. He still says he loves 
me and wants to marry me, but I don’t - 
like him well enough for a husband. | 
want a nice young man that I can trust. 
I would like to leave and go to the city 
and find a job. There I hope to meet 
lots of nice single young men, and | 
would like to get married. Will you 
please help me. Thanking you in ad- 
vance. Yours truly, Lonely One. 


Dear Lonely One: 

This may come as a surprise to you, 
but there are just as many (if not more) 
lonely people in cities than there are in 














SCALP AWAKENED by new vitalizing 
stimulation of Sulfur-8, is invigorated to 
feel more alive and healthy. Works won- 
ders on scalp trouble itching. See how 
your scalp thrives on Sulfur-8! 


HAIR TOO SHORT? 


When brittle-dry strands 
keep cracking off, and 
frizzy split ends make it 
look even shorter, that 
new, penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula can help 
you redeem the glory of 
your perfect hair. 


A MARVELOUS 
DIFFERENCE? 
Her hair now glows with 
inviting new charm and é 
looks much richer, silkier and longer, thanks to the new 
light-softness Sulfur-8 with that new luxury fragrance. 








Po 4 
NEW SCIENTIFIC MEDICATION, now in 
Sulfur-8, combats surface germs that 
often aggravate scalp problems. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that great secret formula, 
powered with special scientific sulfur. 








small towns. Perhaps its even more frus- 
trating for a lonely person in the city 
because people are surrounding him con- 
stantly yet he may never know a single 
one of them. The hardest place to meet 
a single, trustworthy young man is in 
the city. I’m not saying they aren’t there, 
| simply maintain they are difficult to 
find. I would not advise you to come to 
a city without a job and having no 
friends. When you are ready to leave 
the safety of your home make sure you 
are prepared financially to live decently 
until you have landed a job. It is not 
too late for you to cultivate friends in 
your own community no matter how 
small it might be. 































































Dear Mrs. Jackson: questions about you. Your personal busi- 1 dress. The members of his church 
1 am 22 years old and since I’ve been ness is your own and should not be want me to wear long sleeved blouses. 
married my husband goes from place to __ passed on to close friends. They in turn _ no tight fitting dresses, no make-up, and 
place. We were once very happy, but would then have nothing to tell an in- no smoking or drinking. I am not a 
now things are different. A 40-year-old quisitive woman. Your best defense saint and I haven’t made up my mind yet 
woman talks about me all the time to against gossiping women is to let them _ to be “saved.” The preacher told me that 
two of my friends and wants to know _ strictly alone. Your next step towards _ if | didn’t join the church with my hus- 
everything I do. Will you please help me happiness is to improve your relations band that God would take me out of my 
and tell me what to do. Sincerely, D.V.H. with your husband and not to annoy husband’s way. When we were married 
him with your petty problems. Try to we were both members of the Baptist - 
Dear D.V.H.: work them out yourself. If he has to Church, but now he has changed and 
I doubt if your marital troubles have move from city to city on his job, there I just don’t know what to do. I am so 
anything to do with another woman talk- is nothing you can do but to adapt to worried | can’t find a job, and I need 
ing about you, that is unless your be- this nomadic way of life. If there is a night job because I can’t find anyone 
havior outside the home is questionable “another woman,” your strategy will be to keep my children. | am staying in 
and causes people to wonder. In saying _ slightly different. It might be extremely * one room and I am not happy, but | 
your husband goes from “place to place,” _ difficult, but always try to have a forgiv- know that some day it will be better. | 
just what do you mean?” Does he stray _ing heart. After all, he usually has to will be looking for your advice. L.1. 
from the home and in doing so associate come back home and if you work things 
’ with other women? If so you can try out so that he loves you and his home Dear Mrs. L.1.: 
stopping this, not by threatening or cry- more than excitement and diversion on If you have firm belief in your own 
ing, but by concentrating all your ef- the outside he will remain there. faith I would not change my religion to 
forts into making your home an ideal please my husband or his minister. Re- 
lonely. place for him to come. You yourself Dear Mrs. Jackson: main in your own church where you 
‘riends are probably in line for a great deal of I wrote you once before when I lived where brought up to respect and love 
single improvement. Too, if these so-called in the South, and the advice you gave the teachings of Christ. You will be 
to go friends of yours were really true-blue, me was just fine. Now I want you to much happier and more content there 
d me, they wouldn’t report to you every time help me again. My husband is “saved than if you changed to please someone 
fe and this nosey woman asked them personal and satisfied” and doesn’t like the way else. Have a (Continued on Page 82) 
loves 
don’t 
nd, | 
trust. 
e city 
meet 
nd | 
you 
1 ad- 1. Ant wept 1 (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
you, temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
ore) long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 
ein 2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 
rus- Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
city effeetive than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
"on- deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
ngle odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant”? odor themselves. 
“a 3. Convenient (So easy to use) 
: in Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
ere, to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
‘ greascless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist has them 
a in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 
no Mail this coupon today FREE informative Norforms booklet 
ave ‘i os é 
. ‘ iemicome ir as 
t NORFORMS Pea send me the new Norlora bole 
we: VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES Re 
in (ruzase print) 
Ww Street, 
pc hal A NORWICH PRODUCT City Fouad Senate 








CCORDING TO THE Kinsey Re- 


port, 50 per cent of the married But believe me, I won’t do anything 
men interviewed cheated on their wives about it. 


in the company of a beautiful woman. 


we 
4 
~ 


at one time or another; 50 per cent Now this isn’t the testimonial of a 
didn’t. I was one of those who did. | _ sinner who has seen the light and wants 
say was because my skirt-chasing days to convert the whole world. That would 
are over. Not that I’ve suddenly become _ be an impossible task, for I’m convinced 
a saint— I guess I'll always appreciate that for one reason or another, married 


a trim figure and get a bang out of being _—men will stray from the straight and nar- 
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row as long as there are women around. 
Maybe Dr. Kinsey’s estimate that one- 
half of all us married men play around 
is a little high. Even though I think it is, 
I can’t argue with the results of a scien- 
tific survey. But I do have some ideas 
about why otherwise happily married 
men turn from their wives and go chas- 
ing after other women. 


“As I took her coat, Muriel gazed into my eyes 
nd said in a low, vibrant voice: ‘I've been look- 
ing forward to meeting you and Mr. Bates.’” 


Take my own case, for example. 
Dorothy and I had been married for 
almost 10 years when I stepped out of 
line—and very nearly wrecked the home 
and the family we had built with such 
loving care. The beginning was innocent 
enough, although looking back I can see 
that whatever happened was partly due 


to the strange. restless mood I was in. 


As I said, Dorothy and I had been 
married We had a 
daughter, Jan, who was eight years old 


almost 10 years. 
and a real doll; we had a nice home, and 
I was doing well with my radio and TV 
shop. On the night it all began, we had 
finished dinner and | was lounging in 
the living room, leafing through the eve- 


ning paper. (Continued on Page 28) 
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LETTER OF THANKS 


I would greatly appreciate it if you would 
print my letter. | am Patricia Murray’s mother. 
Her letter was printed in the February issue 
and since then she has received over 200 let- 
ters. In fact, it must be now over 300. It is 
impossible for her to answer all these letters 
and we have tried to get someone to write to 
most of them. 

{ would like to thank all those good people 
who have written to her and would like to have 
someone write to each one of them. I hope that 
all of those who have written her will see this 
and know that we do thank you all so much for 
writing. We recently moved from Brandon and 
are now living in this town. 

Mrs. Marguerite L. Murray 
962 105th Street 

North Battleford, Sask. 
Canada 


TAN FAN IN BERMUDA 


| am a constant reader of TAN and enjoy 
reading them. We down here in Bermuda think 
it is grand for our race to publish such a nice 
magazine. It makes us feel proud to go to a 
book stand and buy a magazine knowing it 
comes from our own race. 
Please keep up the good work. 
Maureen Simmons 
Pembroke West, Bermuda 


ENJOYS BURLEY’S STORY 


{ have just read “How To Write A Hit Blues 
Song” by Dan Burley. I really did enjoy that 
story. How can one establish a song and have 
a singer sing it for you? I buy TAN every 
month and for March, I liked “I Married My 
Sister’s Husband.” 

Burnstine Atkinson 
Monroe, Ga. 


| read in your March TAN, “How To Write 

\ Hit Blues Song” by Dan Burley. Thought it 

was a piece of the best news I have ever read. 

It helped me so much. Continue printing these 
tips. 

Theo. Brogan 

Prichard, Ala. 


OKAYS MIXED MARRIAGE 


After reading your story, “I Married My 
Negro Chauffeur” I was quite impressed and 
should say that it was “The Most,” and that’s 


10 


to say the least. I think that you should write 
more of this type story. 

Also, | was surprised to read your letter 
“Wanted: A Negro Wife” as there are so many 
people with the same desire—just the other 


way around. 
Big Ted 
Washington, D. C. 


I have just finished reading the March issue 
and think the stories were terrific! Every story 
I read in TAN is exciting and I can hardly 
wait for the next issue. There is one thing 
that I can’t quite understand, and that is why 
do most successful Negroes want to marry 
whites? Why not do a story explaining this 


to us? 
A. M. Snead 
Monticello, Fla. 


LAUDS ‘IT’S OVER’ 


1 have been an ardent fan of your publica- 
tion, TAN for some time, but have never writ- 
ten to you before. Therefore, I would like to 
cheer your fine magazine. Also, I would like 
to know who is the author of the poem, “It’s 
Over”? It’s one of the best ever published by 
you. Please give us more of this anonymous 
poet—please! 


I also liked “I Married My Negro Chauf- 
feur.” Happy to know that you are publishing 
interracial romances that don’t end in disaster. 
Keep up the good work. 

Herman Katz 
New York City, N. Y. 


You should be shot for depriving us of the 
knowledge as to who wrote the very fine poem, 
“It’s Over.” If he (or she) is a member of 
your staff, please tell us who he is. It’s a de- 
plorable situation when your readers have to 
be in the dark as to his identity. 


I’ve just finished your magazine and its won- 
derful with this one exception (no author un- 
der “It’s Over”). Well, I’m tired of preaching, 
so I’ll get off my soap box. 

Marvin Morris 
Columbia University, N. Y. C. 


I am one of your many Jewish readers in this 
neighborhood, and I would like to take this 
opportunity to thank you for such a fine publi- 
cation. I really enjoyed the story, “The Other 
Woman Menace” and “I Married My Negro 
Chauffeur.” However, there was one sore spot 
which I think many of your readers will recog- 
nize. I refer to the very fine poem, “It’s Over.” 
You failed to print her name. The woman who 
wrote that poem must be quite a dynamic per- 
son. In this poem she has expressed what so 
many other women have wanted to say, but 
didn’t know how. 


Personally, I think that it was written by 
your own Gerri Major. Am I right? I do hope 
that you will treat us to more of her work, as 
7 sure the rest of your readers are as excited 
as 


Well, just give us more articles like “Carmen 
McRae,” “I Married My Negro Chauffeur,” 
“The Other Woman Menace” and the very fine 
poem, “It’s Over.” 

Mrs. Joan Hermann 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 


(William Browne wrote the poem, “It’s 
Over.”—EpiTor.) 


TAKES POKE AT TAN 


I have read your “Letters To The Editor” 
and believe you are publishing only those that 
comment very nicely toward the TAN. Since 


this is in no way a compliment, I have litte 
reason to believe that it will ever be published, 


In the first place, { do not wish to hurt any. 
one’s feelings when I ask have you (the staff) 
forgotten that there are still quite a few Negro 
people with some pride left. If it were left t 
TAN, we would have none. The things tha 
you print would make me want to hide my 
head in shame. You bring out all the dirt yoy 
can rake and scrape up, but you forget that 
there is a certain amount of dirt in every race 


Let’s take the story “Dark Girls Can Be 
Popular.” Was there ever any doubt in you 
mind about this? If there was, you should have 
most certainly have kept it to yourself, 
“Shameless Love” is still worse. Have you 
ever seen in other confession books such stories 
as “Shameless Love”? You haven’t and you 
won't because they are too proud. They would 
rather forget such things and I should think 
that you would too. But no, you seem over. 
joyed because a white girl married an almost 
white boy. She brought this fact out over and 
over again, never once letting you forget that 
he could very easily have been mistaken for 
white. She made it known that he talked dif. 
ferent from his mother and acted different 
from other Negro men or she never would have 
noticed him. 


When you boil it all down, you have nothing 
but the fact that a man and woman were mar. 
ried and you'll find this happening everyday, 


We think (by we, | mean the ‘sewing club) 
it is about time that you cleaned up your mag. 
azine so that decent people can read it also. 
When you get stories and articles like “Shame. 
less Love” and “Dark Girls Can Be Popular,” 
refuse them. You’d be surprised how many 
more magazines you would sell. 


Mrs. Theresa Jackson 
The Sewing Club 
Detroit, Mich. 


LIKES TAN COVER 


As a constant reader of TAN, I wish to con- 
gratulate you on your March cover—that of 
Mickey Haines. She is what I call “beauty.” 


I love stories like: “My Wife’s Secret Pas- 
sion,” “I Drove My Man Away.” You certainly 
have a fine book—keep up the good work. 


Louise Clanton 
Seattle, Wash. 


TAN WINS NEW FANS 


I have been buying and reading TAN for. the 
past four months and have enjoyed reading 
everything that has been published in it. I 
think you really know your job. | especially 
enjoyed “My Bitter Revenge” and “The Girl 
With The Golden Voice.” 


I have just finished reading the January issue 
and found “I Wanted My Father’s Wife” really 
something! That boy really was madly in love 
with his stepmother. 


Mrs. Delorius Ann Hatten 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


First, we must thank you for the publication 
of your wonderful book, TAN. We would like 
to show our gratitude by saying it is the best 
we have read. We have been strong readers for 
the past several months and found the storie 
most interesting. It’s a pity that TAN isn't 
published twice a month. 

Percival Janes & Clyde Griffith 
Cristobal, Canal Zone 
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Zone 


“Saturday’s no 
fun anymore” 


T sure used to be, though. Up early —even 
before the sun hit the window sill. 
Then tip-toe into Dad’s room to wake him up. 
Sometimes it isn’t easy. 


He’s up now. Careful not to wake Mom. Now 
you're dressed and in the kitchen where you 
and Dad whip up a swell breakfast together. 
Doesn’t the coffee smell good? And the bacon 
frying . . . the hot rolls. A real man’s breakfast. 


“What’ll it be today, Tommy?”’, Dad asks. 
“Want to toss a ball around? How about 

a ride out to Blue Lake? Bet the trout are 
jumping. You call the shots, son. It’s your day.” 


That’s the way it was. The way you thought 
it would always be. You’re not supposed to 
cry because you’re a big guy now. But when 
you ask “why” no one knows how to answer 
you. What’s cancer anyway? Why did it 
take Dad away? 


For little lads like Tommy—with fun in their 
hearts and a glove in their hands—cancer 
deals a cruel blow. Today, because of cancer, 
there are more than 160,000 children who 
have to learn to live without a father. 


Yet there is hope. Hope for a final, certain 
cure for cancer. The men and women in our 
research laboratories are working night and 
day toward this end. But they need your 
help. Badly. 


There has never been enough money to carry 
on all the research that needs to be done. 
Can you afford to remain indifferent to this 
enemy that strikes 1 out of every 4 Americans? 


We need your support. Give generously. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 
C0 Please send me free information about Cancer. 


0 Enclosed is my contribution of $ to 
the Cancer Crusade. 








NAME 





ADDRESS 





® city ZONE STATE. 
MaIL To: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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“| can't buy blind with a family this size... 








...80 to be satisfied ae always gel Brands 
that have made a Name for themselves” 


Whaernze it’s 10 heads or 2 to 
feed, clothe, shelter, transport or whatever... 
make every dollar buy you satisfaction— 
buy brands of quality. To help you do that, 
advertisers in this magazine are good 
names to know. They’re proud of their 
brands—’cause they satisfy so. 


‘Tmade it!’ ‘Teald it/” ‘T bought it! 





DEALER 


MANUFACTURER 
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FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


1. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 
taste best, are best. 


2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 
value. Brand Names save time ‘‘puzzling”’ 
over labels, models, prices, etc. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 
widest selections. Brand Names offer the 
most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4. GET THE “LATEST”! Spend smartly on up-to- 
date products. Brand Names keep improving, 
modernizing, introducing new things. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 


437 FIFTH AVENUE + NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 

















PUETRY UF LUVE 


A Sometime Thing 
The blue is constant in the sky. 
And dark clings tightly to the 
night; 
The seasons come and they go by, 
As sure as geese in yearly flight. 


The rain is always known to fall, 

And birds rise up when on the 
wing; 

The things I crave are constant all. 

With just your love a sometime 
thing. 


Futility 
How much I adore you. 
I wish I could tell. 
All I can say 
Is I do love you well. 


No doubt I’d be taunted 
If I were to show it, 

So Ill keep it within me, 
And no one will know it. 


But, ah, when I kiss you 
My passion discloses 
The sum of the love 
That within me reposes. 


So therefore, it’s useless 

To hold out on Cupid; 

And those who attempt to 

Are frightfully stupid. 
—Ricardo Weeks 


Lady-in- Waiting 
There are three groups of men 
Those that do, those that don’t, 
And those that wait. 
In this group, I am. 


Of these groups I like those that 
do. 

Those that don’t aren’t men, 

Those that wait 

Find waiting hard. 


It would seem that if you wait 
Waiting wouldn’t be a bore: 

Yet, knowing that you are waiting 
Makes life a chore 

For you wonder; 


“Is it worth waiting for?” 
—J. Ayo 


Sanctuary 
I have tried 
to laugh away the pain. 
and heal the torn 
nerve in my breast; 
but from my eyes 
the rush of rain, 
gives me little rest. 


Hold! Wait! 

Must you go 

into the world and roam: 

can’t you see; 

don’t you know. 

my heart is your home? 
—William Browne 


Wistful Findings 
I thought I could forget you .. . 


It seemed an easy thing 
To dim remembered echoes 
In time of song and spring,- 


I said that any sundown 

Should dim a sugar word,— 

Ten miles from here I'd never 
know 

Your eyes were laughter stirred. 


My heart belonged to you, dear. 
As stars belong to night, 

And warmth and gold and shining 
Belong to candle light— 


But only hearts who’ve hungered 
For someone far away 

Will guess the stricken laughter 
In every word I say. 


—Gladys Martin 


Nice Deduction 
I buy you furs and fancy clothes 


I buy you shoes that show your 


toes 


I buy you food, I buy you drink 
I must have bought the moon. I 
think 


You winter here, you summer there 
You spend a fortune, I declare 


Still I sit back and just relax 
And take you off my income tax 
—Louie Robinson 






Glow With: P ‘ 
Over L1G 
E = BRIGHTER R. 


= Z/IANN wy 


Love comes to the girl with a 
lovely complexion! So, start today 
using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your 
dull, dark skin take on a lighter, 
brighter, smoother, softer look. Its 
bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows of no faster way of lighten- 
ing skin. 


Skin 














Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 


39¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 








Helps | seuists » cuare » 
Heal SKI N TRRITATIONS... 










MATURE'S Besy 
PETROLEUM JELLY 


Cornu’ 


BURNS 
“at 25¢ 




















Reg. U. S. Pat. Of. 


ALL-AROUND 
FEATHER CURLS 


Medalo Hair Style +609 
(A SIO VALUE) 





Give exact color of hair 
or send sample hair 
strand for perfect match. 





WRITE FORFREE HAIR STYLE CHART. ao 
GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, — 
DEPT. y-¢ BROOKLYN 35, NEW YORK 
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ONG-CENSORS would like to ban tired from show business at 

















SIMPLE Little Richard’s newest recording the insistence of his wife 
d “Long, Tall Sally” from the airways ... his fire eating act was too 
W AY cause they figure it a little too spicy. upsetting ...is back in the 
\ But after listening to it several times business to stay. Her Highness, 
admit frankly they can’t even under- Prineess Grace of Monaco is 
THE stand it. responsible. She remembered 
Gospel singer Clara Ward his act and persuaded him to 
ST ARS consulted with several New perform at the wedding cere- 
York ministers before head- mony. 
lining the second big Gospel Rubel Blakey, who spent many days : 
USE Show at Harlem’s Apollo The- and nights dreaming of going to Paris, 5 
. ° 
j atre. She was anxious to know is suddenly wondering why. He’s strand. 
, T0 if there would be any unfavor- ed over there and even his best friends 
4 \.4 able criticism resulting from have failed to answer the S.O.S. 
‘ R F ' her appearance at the famous Veteran singer-dancer-comedian-min- 
’ a eaduce: vaudeville house. ic and musician Sammy Davis, Jr. once 
Pvt. Clyde McPhatter, who made his _ was billed as a 44-year old midget. Gim- 
biggest hit recording—“Seven Days”— mick billing was to fool police while he 
$3.98 for Complete Outfit while in the Army, will be discharged worked in vaudeville, at the age of five, 
adh ng es. a —- from the service this summer. with his uncle and dad. Sammy, reveals, 
itt Pens : 
en evatien cna mde. Clever mimic Arnold Dover however, that he was snatched right off 
cessive B manag ange he the way has added a background trio stage several times by the wise gentle. 
i ’ truct P . 
Sm Guaeaanan tie ate to his solo act. They'll be billed men of the law. 
bulky expensive steam cabinet, we now as... Arnold and the Cleffs Jazz critics are watching 
have the new SLIM Suit. f D 7‘ 
cliaacinien of Dover. pretty Jean Davis, a 21-year- 
© Sensational easy way to obtain glamorous Tall, statuesque Maya Angelou is the old lady trumpet player, blow- 
° Pure Virgin’ vinyl that ‘can be cleaned with latest graduate of the Pearl Primus ing modern sounds around 
‘a Wear alone én quer tite, Selle, to dance troupe to debut as a night club New York City that could give | 
° Works be you play. eat, sleep. singer. The six-foot lass lives on a house- a lot of cats something to write 
© Will not chap or irritate but cuts off air boat afloat in the San Francisco Bay. home about. Says she learned 
| circulation to induce healthful sweating. : ° ° ° 
| * No size problem—one suit fits women and Clarence (Chandu, The Ma- modern jazz listening to rec- | 
i m r es * 
| © Beautiful opoque Colors with full 30” zip- gician) Hunter, who had re- ords (Continued on Page 80) 
ro 4 and hardy elasticized wrist and ankle 
| ands. 
© Free! Doctors Approved Slimming Plan 
GET NEW GLAMOUR NOW! 
| Do Not Delay! Start this easy simple in- 
| expensive means to reduce—Today. Order 
| now—Only $3.98 plus postal charges or 
| enclose check or money order and we 
| pay all charges. 
ee a er ree ee ee “7 
| SLIM SUIT, Inc. | 
, 26 Court St., Dept. T, Brooklyn 1, N. Y. 
; Please send me (_ ) SLIM SUITS. I enclose | 
eck or money order for $3.98 each. ( ) 


| Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $3.98 plus | 
Ipp 65c C.O.D. charges (save 65c by } 
g $3.98 with order). 
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Its a promise! 


Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 
do more for your hair than you've ever 
dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color . . . leaves your hair soft, 
shining . . . this very day! 


Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 

In 18 flattering shades 















\ 


ae Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 
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3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 


; os Apply Godefroy’'s Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 





|GODEFROY MFG. CO. © 3510 OLIVE e ST. LOUIS 3,m0, 
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As a brand new reader of TAN, I wish to 
congratulate you sincerely for your wonderful 
magazine. It was a very great pleasure to me to 
read TAN and enjoyed particularly your Pen 
Pal column. 

| should like to correspond with an Ameri- 
ean friend, female or male—age 20 to 25. I am 
23 years old and a lover of modern jazz music, 
painting, books and movies. I try to live here 
in the American way of life. 

Let me again say how much [. enjoy TAN 
and with al] my heart I wish you good luck. 

George Lombart 

68 rue Desire Desmedt 
Brussels 3, Belgium 
Europe 


| am 23 years old and am in the hospital 

recovering from an operation. I’m so lonesome 

and would love to have someone to write to. 

Believe me, if I receive any mail, every letter 
will be answered. 

Mrs. Connie Townes 

Montefiore Hospital 

Bronx, N. Y. 


! am one who desires pen friends in your 
country. I am Meriyon Desmond Bethel, a 
Negro lad. I am 21 years of age and am a time- 
keeper employed at the Trinidad Lake Asphalt 
Company. I am interested in corresponding 
with females between the ages of 20 years and 
older. My hobbies are letter writing, stamp 
collecting, reading, cricket, football, table ten- 
nis and exchanging foreign newspapers. 

Meriyon Desmond Bethel 
Main Office 

Trinidad Lake Asphalt Co. 
Buea 


Trinidad, B.W.I. 


| would like very much to correspond with 

in American girl or boy between the ages of 
14-18. 

|! am working for the United States Air 

Force in Okinawa and my work involves read- 

ing and writing a small amount of English. | 

would like to increase this knowledge of Eng- 

lish and think corresponding with persons liv- 

ing in the United States will greatly improve it. 

Mr. Teruya Kanjun 

3 Han Maehara-ku 

Gushikawa-son 

District of Maehara 

Okinawa-Island 


[‘m an ardent fan of TAN and think it is 
very educational as well as interesting. I am a 
young lady of 15 and I shall be very grateful 
for any assistance you can give me in corre- 
ponding with boys and girls between the ages 
»f 16-20 from Cuba, Spain, Africa and the 
Virgin Islands. 

| love to dance, cook, sew and like sports. 
I'm 5’4” and weigh 128 Ibs. My measurements 
ire: 36-24-36. All letters will be answered. 

Queen Esther Reed 
415 Mass. Ave. N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


| am an Austrian girl and had a colored 
\merican soldier for a boy friend. When he 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


left, he said that he would send for me and our 
little baby to join him in America where my 
sweet brown baby would have a chance in life. 
We have heard nothing from him. 

Would you print my letter, as there might 
be some nice man who would be interested in 
a nice wife and sweet baby. The baby was 
born December 1, 1955 and he is a little boy. 
| am 20 years old. 

Margret Bianchini 
Ytzlinger Austr. Siedlung 21 
Salzburg, Austria 


I would like to hear from boys and girls in 
the United States and other countries. I am a 
Negro girl, 17 years old, 5’6” and weigh 130 
Ibs. I speak English and Spanish and will 
gladly exchange photos. 

Barbara Williams 
2706 Ninth Avenue 
Moline, IIl. 


I would like to correspond with foreign girls 
and boys between the ages of 15-19. Please in- 
clude photo. I have light brown complexion, 
straight brown hair and good features. All 
letters will be answered with a photograph en- 
closed. I am 15 years old. 

Gloria Jean Diggs 
Montgomery, W. Va. 


I am a constant reader of TAN and really 
like the Pen Pal page. I am 15 years old, 54”, 
118 Ibs., dark brown eyes, black hair and a 
brown complexion. I would like to correspond 
with both boys and girls between 16-19. I will 
answer all letters received and will also ex- 
change photographs. 

Earlene Stevenson 
254 W. 115th St. 
New York, N. Y. 


I am very interested in becoming a member 
of your Pen Pal Club. I am 19 years old, brown 
complexion, brown hair and eyes. | am 5’2” 
and weigh 115 lbs. My hobbies are dancing 
(tap and interpretive) and stamp collecting. | 
would like Pen Pals from all parts of the 
United States and all foreign countries. | 
would like to correspond with both boys and 
girls between the ages of 17-26 years of age. 

Marva Cunningham 
1429 Que Street, N.W. 
Washington, D. C. 


My friend and I would like to get in contact 
with Pen Pals from the United States. We are 
of the colored race and live in the Republic of 
Panama. I would like to receive mail from 
persons between the ages of 17-19. My friend 
would like to hear from people 15-17. His ad- 
dress and name is: Percival Jones, Box 933, 


Cristobal. C. Z. 
Clyde Griffith 
Box 933 
Cristobal, C. Z. 


Being an ardent reader of TAN, I am hereby 
making a request through the page you have so 


thoughtfully reserved for that most important 
subject—Pen Pals. 

I have found TAN to be the most wonderful 
magazine I have ever read and have very much 
dificulty in getting one to buy because every- 
one who reads one tells someone else and so 
you are lucky to get an issue. 

| would like to correspond with some nice 
girls in the United States and Canada. I am of 
tan complexion, age 19, weigh 135 lbs. and am 
5’8” tall. I like most sports and will be happy 
to exchange photos. 

Ronald W. Levermore 

11 Hitchen Street 

Allman Town 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am real, real lonely. I’m 5/2” tall, have 
brown eyes, dark brown hair and I’m 26 years 
old. Have never been married, but willing to 
get married. Have no children. Will exchange 
photos and answer all letters. 

Valere Yates 
10 A James Street 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I’m 16 years old, 5’11” tall and have reddish- 
brown complexion, long black curly hair and 
considered handsome. I’m an amateur poet and 
enjoy sports. I would like to correspond with 
girls in Jamaica, Cuba and the Virgin Islands. 
All letters will be answered. 

Arthur Lee Thompson 
Rt. 2, Box 363 
Phenix City, Ala. 


| am a very lonely man and would like to 
correspond with young ladies between the ages 
of 20-35. Race doesn’t matter. I am 33-years- 
old, 6’2”, brown complexion, brown eyes, black 
mustache. I like dancing and sports. My hobby 
is writing poems. 

All letters will be answered. Also, any of 
my buddies who were in the 2nd World War 
and remember me from the following outfits. 
drop me a line. 46th, 398th TC. BN. Co. C, 
3537 & 3423, QM., Trk. Co. 

Izear Moody 


1853 Fulton St., Apt. No. 5-A 
Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


We are natives of Gulfport, Mississippi, and 
would like to correspond with Negro boys and 
girls between the ages of 16-20. All letters will 
be answered and will gladly exchange photos. 

Catherine White 
2912 21st Street 

Age 15 

Callie Mae Evans 
539 29th Hewes Ave. 
Age 16 

Shirley Joyce Bennett 
2306 32nd Street 
Age 15 

Mettie Sue Ball 

618 25th Street 

Age 18 

Ruby Nell Edwards 
607 2614 Street 
Agel7 
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BABY 


FEEDING 


TOO 
FAST? 





With Davol Nursers you can 
slow the flow to suit your baby’s 
feeding pace no matter how 

thin the formula. 

Just tighten collar to slow 

the flow. If baby feeds too slowly, 


loosen collar to 
Davol Nursers 






UKE ELLINGTON no longer re- 

cords for Capitol but the label is 
currently marketing two of the best 
albums the maestro ever pressed with 
his band. One of the packages is called 
“Dance to the Duke,” the other “Elling- 
Either makes for swing- 
ing, exciting jazz and both are marked 
with an artfully sophisticated flavor that 
has become known as Ellingtonia. 

“Ellington Showcase” highlights in- 
strumentals by the Duke and Billy Stray- 
horn on piano and Jimmy Hamilton on 
“Dance to the Duke” 


more variety and is perhaps the better 


ton Showcase.” 


clarinet. offers 
of the two albums in presenting an over- 
all picture of the Ellington orchestra at 
work. It embraces eight tunes (C-Jam 
Blues, Orson, Caravan, Kinda Dukish, 
Bakiff, Frivolous Banta, Things Ain’t 
What They Used To Be and Night 
Time). 

Playing the tunes in the “Dance to 
the Duke” album, the Ellington band 
demonstrates thoroughly why it is 
looked upon musically as one of the 
most productive groups in the jazz world 
today. Its ensemble work is fresh, orig- 
inal, sharp. Its solo performers spar- 





James Goodrich 


kling, imaginative, skillful. 

Duke spots his soloists where he thinks 
they fit naturally. 
wailful tenor sax and 


For example, he has 
Paul Gonsalves’ 
Quentin Jackson’s plunger trombone fea- 
tured on C-Jam Blues, blues 
a pretty Ellington- 


a_ basic 
theme. On Orson, 
Strayhorn collaboration, Juan Tizol got 
the top solo call for his enchanting styl- 
ings on the valve trombone. Ray Nance’s 
hot fiddling and Jimmy 
melodic clarinet drew the spotlight on 


Hamilton’s 


Caravan, the groovy Ellington standard 
which is played here against a Spanish 
background. 

Duke’s music has survived one vogue 
after another on the changing jazz scene. 
he has 
managed to keep his jazz consistently 
listenable and danceable and the task has 
not been especially tough for him. Be- 


For more than three decades. 


cause he is fundamentally an experi- 
menter who is always searching for new 
expressions in music. Today, with a pro- 
gressive influence strong in jazz, Elling- 
ton is right in pace with the times and 
his two current albums for Capitol 
prove it. 

Capitol’s El- (Continued on Page 78) 
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Modern women everywhere 
are enthusiastically recom- 
mending and regularly using 
LADYLIKE for personal hy- 
giene. Itis the Ideal DOUCHE 
POWDER because of its po- 
tent and germicidal action in 
destroying bacteria. 

““Ladylike’’ medicated hy- 
gienic powder will not harm 
the most delicate tissue . . . it 
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ing, soothing 
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Jordan’s infectious humor highlighted his 
band revues. 


What 

















BY DAN BURLEY 
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Crowds came to listen as well as dance when dynamic star of the one-night stand made famed Tympany group tops among the war 
years’ jazz combos. Louis’ one stab at leading a big band didn’t turn out so well and he returned to small unit format. 


happened to Louis Jordan? 


Man who actually started ‘Rock and Roll’ craze 
with biggest hit records is almost forgotten. 


= THOSE DAYS THE guy was abso- 

lutely fabulous. Untouchable as king 
of America’s juke boxes. Every tune he 
made for the Decca label was an instant 
hit. The money rolled in from record 
royalties, night club and theater in per- 
son appearances in such amounts that it 
is to be doubted even today if Louis Jor- 
dan knows how much he actually earned 
during his unprecedented day in the en- 
tertainment sun. 

Today, however, Louis Jordan is a 
dead issue. No new records, which are 
the life-substance on which the stars 
feed. No one-nighters in the big metro- 
politan northern cities where his name 
could compete with the brand new crop 
of singers, bands and entertainers crop- 
ping up all over the place. No publicity 
worth anything. 

To all appearances, 
seems to be all washed up as a head- 
liner. 


Louis Jordan 


Yet, in those days—the period be- 
tween 1939 and 1950—there was no Ne- 
gro attraction greater than he. Leading 
a sometimes five and sometimes seven 
piece combination, he competed success- 
fully with the full-sized bands of Duke 
Ellington, Cab Calloway, Count Basie, 
Lionel Hampton and Jimmy Lunceford. 
He was a bigger drawing card than even 
the sensational Nat (King) Cole. Every- 
thing he did turned to gold. 

Although a new generation thinks of 
him in terms of an old relic of the Joe 
(King) Oliver — Buddy Bolden — Mc- 
Kinney’s Cotton Pickers era of jazz, 
nevertheless, Louis Jordan is as new and 
current as today’s newspaper. Except 
you don’t hear much about him any 
more. 

He’s still making big money; still in 
the $5,000 to $10,000 a week class, but 
his booking agents and managers sched- 


ule him for Las Vegas and its gilded 


gambling and pleasure palaces; for Mi- 
ami and its fabled play pens for the idle 
rich—everywhere they pay the maxi- 
mum in fees. He just doesn’t come 
around the places where the great public 
can hear him any more. 

He still has his band. He still sings 
like he used to with added tricks picked 
up over years of traveling around, but it 
doesn’t get on the records. Something 
happened that removed one of the great- 
est musical attractions of all time from 
the general spotlight. 

A lot of the things happening to Louis 
can be traced to his contractual tieup 
with Decca Records, which once had a 
stranglehold on Negro recording artists. 
When Jordan was with the firm, it listed 
among its great stars the names of Louis 
Armstrong, Ella Fitzgerald, Billie Holi- 
day, Bill Kenny and the Ink Spots, Art 
Tatum, Count Basie, Lionel Hampton, 
Lucky Millinder, Jimmy Lunceford, 
19 
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Now Beans and Cornbread the 
other night were down on the corner and 
they had a big fight. . 
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he Mills Brothers, Roy Eldridge, Jay 
MeShann, Mahalia Jackson, Sister Ro- 
etta Tharpe, Alberta Hunter and Cleo 
Brown. 

Jordan’s records were among the big- 
gest sellers in the house in spite of all 


“ . . Hey, everybody, Mister Jordan’s 
in town; gonna play you some music and 
I won't let you down. . e 


Borrowing humor from philosophy he heard in 
sermons, Louis Jordan used it in best-selling 
song like ‘“‘Beware.”’ 


a 


this big name competition. Everything 
he picked was a hit. The company 
bosses, Jack and Dave Kapp, thought it 
was uncanny the way Jordan unerringly 
sought out the tunes he instinctively 


knew would sell. Like the others in the 


Biggest among Jordan’s movies, and perhaps the most famous, was full-length film, 
“Beware,” which came out during the 1940's. 
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“". . Gonna buy my own groceries, buy 
"em every day, that will stop that grocery 
boy and keep him away, when we move — 


recording stable, he was given a green 
light on picking his own songs. He was 
never wrong. 

The writer had the honor of “discov- 
ering” Louis. It was in 1938 and Jordan 
the year before had quit his chair with 
the Chick Webb orchestra at Harlem's 
Savoy Ballroom, to organize his own 
small band for a job at Johnny Barone’s 
Elks Rendezvous at 133rd Street and 
Lenox Avenue. There was sawdust on 
the floor. The joint was a forest of tables 
and loaded with beer and “shortie” (two 
drinks for 40 cents) drinkers. There 
was something about the way Jordan 
played his alto sax that stayed with the 
writer who made the place one of his 
hangouts. 

Finally, convinced that Jordan was a 
“find,” I took J. Mayo (Ink) Williams, 
head of the “Race Division” of Decca 
and old-time Negro talent scout for 
many record companies, around to hear 
Jordan sing. Ink was impressed, signed 
Jordan for his first session and Louis 
was given a tune, Do You Call That A 
Buddy? Once on the jukeboxes, it 
pushed out the lush Decca rhythm and 
blues hit, /f You’re A Viper, by a Chica- 
go blues shouter named Rosetta Howard, 
backed by the Harlem Hamfats. People 
started flocking to the Elks Rendezvous 
to hear Jordan and by 1939, the place 
was on the lists as a topflight night club. 

The sawdust was swept up, Jordan was 
established on a new bandstand sur- 
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Way on the Outskirts Of Town, don’t want 
nobody, whooooo, always hangin’ ’round!” 


rounded with brass railings and owner 
Johnny Barone began booking in such 
names as Billie Holiday, Ralph Cooper, 
Willie Bryant, and the late Trevor Ba- 
con. But the main attraction was Louis 
Jordan, the Brinkley, Ark., man of music 
who rose overnight from obscurity to na- 
tional fame on the heels of what might 
still be his biggest record of all, Out- 
skirts Of Town. 

During a period when “big headitis” 
was a common disease among many Ne- 
gro headliners, Jordan, as today, re- 
mained the simple “country boy” trying 
“to get along in this great big city.” The 
philosophy paid off, for he was able to 
keep intimate contact among a motley 
array of “lower level” characters who in 
turn made him a household word in mil- 
lions of homes throughout the country. 
There were beauticians and bootblacks, 
broken down dancers, grocery clerks, 
waitresses, porters, street sweepers, fat 
housewives, storefront church preachers, 
peddlers, junkies, whiskey-heads, gam- 
blers; the flotsam and jetsam of the side- 
walks. 

Jordan was singing the music they 
know best—the blues, but blues that told 
a story. Outskirts Of Town by William 
Weldon best expressed the thinking of 
the average newlywed husband about 
what might happen at home while he is 
at work. Knock Me A Kiss by the late 
Mike Jackson was a comical play on the 


jive term, (Continued on Page 79) 


If she wants you to move down 
front, don’t do it! Naw sir, don’t do it! If 


she says ‘meet my mother,’ Beware! 


— 


~ / 
Nothing pleased Jordan more than working with youngsters. He could be counted on to 
do his bit against delinquency. 


va 


They Raided The Joint, took every- 
body down but me; | was over in the cor- 
ner just as high as a cat could be!” 
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Velma believed she was being un- 
faithful to her lover when she was 
in her husband’s arms. 


fenced MY HOME IS going to be the clean- 

est, most beautiful home in the neighbor- 
hood. I’ve been up since the crack of dawn, 
scrubbing, polishing, cleaning. Today is a red- 
letter day. For Jill is coming home from college 
for a three-week vacation. Jill—my sweet daugh- 
ter, the grandest girl in the world. I know that 
Jim is on pins and needles at this ver; moment. 
Jim’s my husband—one of the best newspaper- 
men in the country and today he’s as proud as | 
am-—and as anxious to see our Jill. 

It’s natural for a mother and dad to dote on 
an only child. But anyone who learns the great 
secret of the lives of the three of us will have to 
admit that we have special reasons for cherish- 
ing our daughter. 

Sometimes it seems as though I’m living in a 
world of unreality when my mind passes back 
in review over that terrible time—five years ago 
when I almost wrecked my marriage and our 
happy home life and when Jill—then a vibrant, 
young teen-ager saved all three of us from the 
worst kind of tragedy which can blight a home. 

Yes, our daughter saved our marriage. 

It always makes sinners feel better when they 
can find circumstances or situations to provide 
an excuse for their wrong-doing. Often, I’ve 
tried to tell myself that I wouldn’t have gambled 
so recklessly with my security as a wife and 
mother, if it hadn’t been for the fact that Jim 
and I married so early—or for the fact that there 
was such a great difference in our ages. It could 
be that these factors had something to do with 
what happened. But, being truthful, I have to 
confess that I committed a great wrong in the 
sight of God and man; that I violated one of the 
great Commandments. When I did finally 
awaken to what I was about to give up—the 
precious love of a child and the devotion, loyalty 
and love of a fine husband—Jim—I was con- 
vinced that I must have been temporarily un- 
balanced. 

Jim and I both knew it was a one-sided affair 
when we agreed to marry. I was eighteen and 
he was thirty. Both my parents were dead, father 
having been fatally hurt in a nasty barroom 
brawl and my mother, unable to survive the loss 
and disgrace which climaxed his long career of 
drinking, passing away only six months after 
his death. When you’ve been sheltered and pro- 
tected all your young life as mother had protect- 
ed me, being left alone (Continued on Page 51) 
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“Once you start trying to duck out of something, 
youll keep running... 7 started running when 1 
let Glenn talk me into having the abortion.” 


aM 


HEART 


When Glenn told Janie she was the only pretty girl in town, 


her foolish heart took off on a dream all its own. 


OU CAN’T RUN AWAY from a 
mistake. I know that now. Even 
if you’ve made a big, serious mistake 
like I did, you’ve got to face up to it and 
go on from there. Once you start try- 
ing to duck out on something, you'll 
keep running the rest of your life. It’s 
like being on a merry-go-round, getting 
nowhere. Because what you’re really 
trying to do is run away from yourself 
—and you can’t ever do that. All you 
will do is hurt a lot of people along the 
way, like I did. 

I started running when I let Glenn 
Haycox talk me into having the abor- 
tion—hecause I’d made my big mistake 
in giving in to Glenn. 

I was just fifteen when I met Glenn, 
and I had lived all those fifteen years 
in a small community in San Pedro 
down near the docks. The only dates 
I’d ever had were with the boys in our 
neighborhood—big, rough, clumsy long- 
shoremen’s sons. So maybe you can un- 
derstand how I could go so overboard 
like Glenn Haycox—the 
smooth, handsome stranger with mani- 


for a man 
cured fingernails and smart tailored 
suits—and a voice like an angel. I 
found out later he was here on a sum- 


mer engagement singing in one of the 


night clubs down at the Pike... 

I don’t suppose our meeting would 
have seemed romantic to anyone but a 
silly, discontented girl like me . . . One 
warm, spring day I looked up from my 
soda at Haley’s Drugs to find this ex- 
citing man watching me with frank ad- 
miration. When he caught my eye he 
came over and sat down on the stool 
next to mine, smiling, saying, “I swear 
you're the only pretty girl in this town.” 
Right then my foolish heart took off on 
a dream all its own. 

It was a funny thing. I’d always been 
shy with strangers, the few I'd met— 
the dock workers and their families were 
a close, tightly-knit group who stayed 
to themselves. But with Glenn, after that 
first minute, I felt right at home. I was 
too young and dumb to realize that 
Glenn had spent a good ‘many of his 
twenty-odd years making women feel 
desirable—that it was part of his job 
even. All I knew was that he made me 
feel as if I had known him always—and 
yet I was to realize later that I knew 
hardly anything at all about him! 

That very first night after I’d met him 
he asked me to come to the club—to let 
him buy my supper and sit with me 


when he (Continued on Page 58) 




































Hoping to become a chip off the old block, five-year-old Roy Cluiching the big bat that made him Brooklyn’s biggest diamond 
Campanella Jr., tries to dislodge his father from lawn chair to asset, Campanella tells sons (1. to r.) David, Roy and Tony how he 
play ball with him. His brother, Tony, gives an assist. used the swat stick to win the trophies displayed in his game room, 


Why I Like A 


peer PICKED FOR the Most Valuable Player Award 
in 1955—the year the Brooklyn Dodgers won the 
world championship—was one of the greatest thrills of my 


- % 


nd 





major league baseball career. But if they ever start handing 
out a “Most Valuable Parent” award, it would make me 
even prouder to win a trophy like that. I would truly feel 
honored. That’s because I believe that being a good parent 
is the biggest—and most rewarding—job in the world. 

We hear so much about “juvenile delinquency” today 
that you get the idea that the younger generation is headed 
straight for ruin. But if our boys and girls are facing life 
with two strikes on them, I say it’s because their parents 
have tossed them a few curves. 

Now. I’m not going to pose as an expert on rearing chil- 
dren, but maybe it’s time for some of us plain, everyday 
parents to put in our two-cents’ worth. I don’t mean sound- 
ing off on any fancy theories, but talking about practical, 
common sense things concerning the home, the family and 
children. 

On that basis, | guess I’m entitled to speak my piece— 
especially since I have six children. Half a dozen youngsters 
is considered a big family nowadays and I’m not saying that 
everybody wants—or needs—that many. It just happens 


P. 
‘ ey that for me, six children are perfect. It’s not the number of 
~ - ? . . . . 
- f asctaniaies children in a family but the way the children and parents 
ge f get along that counts. 


In a large family, however, it may be a little easier for 


, is aa ach chi adjust. The r chi > lead 
ding safety pins in his mouth, baseball's best catcher steps each child to adjust. The younger children follow the 


»f his Dodger catching role to play the part of an interested of the older ones. and the older kids follow the lead of the 
father in learning to change his baby’s diaper. parents. If they see the parents doing wrong, they’re bound 
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Smiling as he gets a big buss from his son, Tony, proud Cam- 
panella prepares to share “Most Valuable Player” cake with his 
wife, Ruthe, and sons (l. to r.) Roy Jr., and 10-year-old David. 


Checking fishing equipment, Campanella prepares to take sons 
Tony and Roy Jr. along with him to enjoy the leisure sport. Campy 
once owned tropical fish aquarium with over 1,000 specimens. 
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arge Family 


todo the same. That old saying that an only child will grow 
up to be a spoiled brat is not necessarily true. It all depends 
on the parents. 

My parents had two boys and two girls. In my own 
family, there are three boys and three girls. They are 
Joyce, 16; Beverly, 15; David, 12; Roy II, 7; Tony, 5; and 
Ruthe, 2. Usually, the first boy is named after the father. 
but this isn’t true in our family because my wife, Ruthe, took 
care of naming each new arrival. So our first son was named 
David and when little Roy came along Ruthe was dead set 
against calling him “Junior.” Her main objection was that 
he’d be called that for the rest of his life. There are in- 
stances of grown men who are stuck 
with the nickname “Junior” and _ it 
sounds ridiculous. 

1 am often asked which are my favor- 
ites, my sons or my daughters. I can’t 
answer that except to say that | like 
children, period. Children give a man a 
sense of responsibility, and I personally 
think that my family made a man of me. 
Now and then I wonder where I'd be if 
I were single or if my wife and I had no 
children. There’s no telling. What | 
mean is, a man without family responsi- 
bilities is more likely to pass up oppor- 
tunities, waste his time and money, or 
lose his ambition to get ahead. Just 
seeing his children about the house lets 
a man know that he has to fulfill the 






Visiting Campanella while he was in the hospital with an injured hand, Ruthe hel 
boost her husband’s morale. After recovering, the Dodger’s bat brought his team a 
pennant and a pay boost that enabled him to move from old St. Albans home. 


BY ROY CAMPANELLA 
As Told To Bob Lucas 


duties of a father and husband. 

A man with a family never really grows old. His children 
will see to that! They keep him young in spirit and he’s not 
likely to settle down into a rut. When my children were 
younger, they had a big toy train layout, with about 20 
locomotives and 200 different cars. I confess that I got as 
big a kick out of operating the setup as they did. Now, 
they’re older and their interests have changed, but the les- 
sons they taught me about relaxing with a hobby are still 
with me. I now breed tropical fish in tanks. I built the 
structure for the tanks myself. I think I'll always be busy 
with one thing or another and (Continued on Page 78) 
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“Goodnight, Daddy.” 

I looked up at my daughter and got a 
moist kiss on the cheek. 

“Goodnight, Jan, honey,” I smiled. 

Then my eyes really focused on her and 
it seemed I was seeing her for the first 
time. I was accustomed to thinking of Jan 
as a little girl, but this was no infant 
standing in front of me. For some reason 
I was struck with the realization that I was 
38 and that my life had settled into a 
dull—though pleasant—routine. And long 
after Jan skipped off to bed, I sat there 
trying to figure out the vague thoughts 
that troubled me. 

Dorothy came into the room and began 
straightening it up. I watched her, look- 
ing for signs that she, too, was getting 
older just as I was. Her figure was as 
shapely and erect as ever, and her lovely 
face was unlined. I’d always been proud 
of her good looks, but she seemed so 
serene and contented I was a little re- 
sentful. 

“Do you realize I'll be 38 in a couple 
of months?” I said suddenly. 

Dorothy looked up and smiled. “Guess 
I'll have to find me a young man,” she 
teased. 

“This is no joking matter,” I said, tos¢- 
ing aside the paper. “Thirty-eight years 
old—and what have I got to show for it?” 

She came over and sat on the arm of 
my chair. “You’ve got me,” she said gent- 
ly. “There’s Jan... our home.. .” 

“I know. But that’s not what I mean.” 

“What’s the matter, Johnny? You've 
been awfully moody lately.” 

“I don’t know. It’s just that—well, I 
want to do something!” 

She stroked my face, then gave it a 
little shove. “Ill give you something to 
do. You can help me get ready for our 
guests.” 

“That’s not what I mean, and you know 
it,” I protested. “What guests are you 
talking about, anyway?” 

“Johnny Bates, you know good end well 
that the Andersons are coming over to- 
night!” 

I groaned. and Dorothy added firmly, 
“There’s no use making a fuss. They’re 
bringing a young couple with them—Bill 
Anderson’s brother and his girlfriend. 
Maybe they'll provide enough excitement 
for you.” 

Neither of us had an inkling at the time 
how true her words would prove to be. 

The Andersons, Will and Harriet, were 
friends we had known since moving into 
the new residential section where we 
bought our home. We visited each other 
regularly. They were nice people and any 
other night I would have had a warm 
welcome for them. But my thoughts were 
dwelling on the unpleasant prospect of 
advancing age and seeing Will would only 
make me feel worse. 

Will was prosperous and still a fine 
looking man, but he was five years older 
than I and the gray hair at his temples 
that other people considered “distinguish- 
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ed” were to me a preview of how I would 
look some day soon. For some reason, I 
didn’t want to be reminded of the swift 
passage of time. 

But there was nothing I could do about 
it, especially since Will and Harriet were 
bringing guests. I remembered vaguely 
that Will had mentioned his kid brother 
once or twice, but I’d never met him. So 
when they arrived, I made up my mind 
to be the perfect host no matter how 
lousy I .felt. Will’s brother, Dan, was a 
younger, handsomer edition of Will; he 
looked exactly as I had expected him to. 
But I was totally unprepared for the de- 
vastating effect of the girl Dan had 
brought with him. 

“Johnny, this is Muriel,” Will said, in- 
troducing me to the girl. “You can see 
that Dan’s a lucky guy to have someone 
like her on his arm.” 

“He sure is!” I agreed warmly. 

Muriel didn’t act coy or pretend to be 
surprised at the flattery. She just gazed 
into my eyes and said in a low, vibrant 
voice, “I’ve been looking forward to meet- 
ing you and Mrs. Bates. Will is always 
saying such nice things about you.” 

I couldn’t think of anything to say at 
that point, so I just stood there grinning 
and feeling unaccountably excited. It was 
not only because Muriel had a_ fresh, 
youthful beauty that was enhanced by her 
friendly smile; she looked like the kind of 
woman who can intuitively make a man 
feel protectively masculine. Yet, she wasn’t 
the shy, helpless type. As I watched her 
move into the living room it suddenly 
struck me that she was utterly feminine 
and completely desirable. 

Shocked by such forbidden thoughts, I 
forced myself to devote all my attention 
to Will and his brother, Dan. But as the 
evening progressed, I couldn’t help steal- 
ing admiring glances at our charming 
guest. 

That night, after our visitors had left 
and Dorothy and I prepared for bed, my 
wife asked casually, “Well, what do you 
think of her?” 

“Think of who?” I countered. 

“Why, Muriel, of course,” Dorothy said. 
“Don’t try to pretend she escaped your 
eagle eye. You're not that old, Johnny,” 
she added with a smile. 

I ignored her remark about my age, al- 
though it struck me as being totally un- 
called for. “I think that she’s—she’s a 
nice girl for Dan,” I replied. 

Dorothy cocked an eye at me. “Hmmm. 
Maybe you are getting old,” she observed. 
“T’d say she’s a nice girl for any man.” 

I agreed. but I didn’t say anything. I 
was busy inspecting my face in the mirror. 
['m not old, I told myself—and my smil- 
ing reflection agreed. 


ES, MURIEL HAD MADE an im- 
pression on me. Yet, in the next few 
days I was too busy at the shop to spend 
time mooning over a girl I'd met just 
once. But I did notice that I tackled the 
toughest repair jobs with an eagerness 





and confidence I hadn’t felt for a long 
time. And I made several sales of new. TY 
sets and I’m sure the only reason was 
the new and more pleasant personality | 
had somehow adopted. Whenever | 
thought about it, I had a feeling that the 
change in me was due to the strange ex. 
citement Muriel had generated in me. 

I was sure of it when, about a week 
after our first meeting, Muriel strolled into 
my shop one afternoon. I was so flustered 
at seeing her through the window between 
my work room and the showroom that | 
dropped a power tube I had in my hand, 
smashing it against the floor. I rushed 
out front to greet her. “Hello,” I said, 
smiling. “This is an unexpected pleasure.” 

Her smile was as warm and friendly as 
I remembered it. She set the small table 
radio she was carrying down on the coun. 
ter and said, “I’m in an awful fix. Mr, 
Bates. I borrowed this radio from a friend 
and something happened to it.” 

“You didn’t drop it, did you?” I asked, 
checking the outside for any damage. 

“No, it just stopped playing, and I’ve 
got to return it tomorrow,” she said. 

“Don’t sound so down-hearted,” | 
laughed. “In a couple of hours I'll have 
this set working as good as new!” 

“That’s a big load off my mind,” she 
sighed. “‘You’re wonderful!” 

The way she said it, with her eyes full 
of admiration, made me feel I really was 
wonderful. Right then I knew that I'd 
make her a radio if I had to, just to please 
her. When Muriel told me that she would 
not return home until after I'd closed up 
the shop, I told her I’d deliver the radio. 

“T don’t want to put you to any trouble, 
Mr. Bates,” she protested. 

“No trouble at all,” I said. ‘But there 
will be trouble if you don’t stop calling 
me Mr. Bates! I’m Johnny to my friends.” 

“All right, Johnny. [ll be home around 
nine. And if you’re not in a hurry, we 
can have a drink together.” 

I’m telling this just as it happened. so 
I have to admit that I could hardly wait to 
see Muriel again. I didn’t go home that 
evening, but stayed at the shop working 
on some rush jobs. When I phoned 
Dorothy to tell her I’d be late. she told 
me not to work too hard and made me 
promise to order dinner from the restau- 
rant down the street. But I wasn’t hun- 
gry and I didn’t do too much work, any- 
way. I was too excited about the evening 
ahead. 

For the life of me, I couldn't under- 
stand why. Certainly, nothing Muriel had 
said even hinted at anything more than a 
sociable drink together. Yet, it was clear 
that something about her gave me ideas— 
ideas that only a young, unmarried man 
should have. 

When I finally arrived at Muriel’s 
apartment, I had worked myself up into a 
high state of anticipation. She opened the 
door for me, looking very delectable in 
tight-fitting lounging pants and a blouse 
with a neckline that forgot to stop plung- 
ing. (Continued on Page 72) 
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TALK 


By Jane 


HETHER YOU’RE THE LEADER 

of the local crowd, or just one of 
the gang, you probably have lots of 
friends and like to spend as much time 
as possible with them. That’s fine and 
dandy, because associating with people 
helps to develop your personality and 
makes you a well-rounded, socially ad- 
justed person. At least that’s what you 
like to think when you know you should 
be home doing school studies, or finish- 
ing those special chores mom lined up 
for you the night before. 

The easiest thing in the world to do, is 
to procrastinate (to put off from day to 
day) and make excuses for what has to 
be done. Sometimes the real trouble 
lies in the fact that you can’t take your 
Often 
parents accuse you of being a deserter 
from the family circle without knowing 
the real reason you’re away from home 
so much. Whether you know it or not, 
parents resent the idea of your always 
being at someone else’s house, and won- 
der why you don’t bring your friends 
home. 

“Are you ashamed of your home?” 
“Are you afraid to let us meet your 
friends?” They ask these perfectly nor- 
mal questions and they’re entitled to 
know the true answers. 


gang home every now and then. 


Parents are quite often as misunder- 
stood as their children. How are they to 
know that sometimes they are annoying. 
Maybe that doesn’t sound too respectful, 
but parents too can be just as irritating 
to teen agers as teen agers are to them. 
It works both ways, and the only way to 
achieve any harmony is for both sides to 
try their best to understand each other. 

True, you may have to endure some 
criticism regarding the type of friends 
you choose. Mother thinks Eileen has 
extremely bad manners. She dresses in 
too flashy a manner . too much lip- 
stick . . . too much mascara . . . too 
much everything. Yet to you she is a 





W alters 


wonderful, warm hearted person. It’s be- 


wildering when can’t explain 


Eileen’s good points to your parents, be- 


you 


cause all they see are her not so good 
ones. Maybe Dad considers your fa- 
vorite boy friend Don the saddest speci- 
men of humanity he’s But to 
you Don’s slow, easy ways are the things 
that draw you to him. Or they may lay 
down the law about spending the night 
at Adele’s because they think she has a 
bad influence on you. In some cases, 
parents are justified for their worry and 


ever seen. 


concern. It’s up to you to convince them 
by setting an example that you are 
capable of taking care of yourself. How 
are they to know that the charming 
qualities you find in Adele may not be 
visible to your parents. You will have to 
show them that your judge of character 
is a good one. 

Staying away from home is not the 
You'll 
have to invite your friends to your home. 
Let your parents meet these “characters” 
that you have to study, play and social- 
ize with, and they'll soon realize that 
they are a group of very fine people. 

Or your problem may be just the op- 
posite. Your parents may object when 
you fill the house with teen-agers. How- 
usually a rea- 


best way to prove this either. 


ever in such cases there’s 
son. Are you and your gang chronic 
icebox-raiders? Maybe Mom has an 
ultra-special dessert all fixed for her club 
party, when suddenly the gang swoops in 
with those enormous young appetites, 
and “poof” it quickly disappears. Can 
you blame her for being mad! 

Do you leave the rug rolled up after a 
lively jam sessions and records scattered 
all over the floor? If you make so much 
noise the neighbors began to complain 
there again is reason for your parents to 
restrict your gang parties. In this case 
the blame rests entirely upon you. At 
first as long as the guys and gals con- 
ducted them- (Continued on Page 77) 



















































To The Man With 


HERNIA 
Who Can Not Submit 
To Surgery 


The man condemned to live with rupture, all 
too often faces a grim future 
There is only one known cure ... and that is 
surgical correction. Yet, for many, this relief 
must be denied or delayed for any one of a 
variety of reasons. It is this group of unfor- 
tunate persons that this message is tga 
There are two choices—to wear a truss not 
to wear one. But, since hernia never heals 1 itself, 
and general! continues to become more severe, 
the second choice is eventually eliminated. That 
leaves onl one | uestion in the mind of the 
hernia sufferer: hat kind of a truss should 
I wear?” Until recent there was little choice. 
Most trusses all looked alike. They consisted of 
a leather covered steel spring which snapped 
around the hips, firmly pressing an unyie!ding 
pad ainst the hernia opening. Many hernia 
se be semi-invalids and risk dan- 
ger of strangulation, rather than wear a truss. 


yee a New Way to Support Hern'a 
Less an two years ago a man who had 
of — hernia himself for many years 
devised a new kind of support. It was so tota'ly 
different. from other trusses that the United 
States government recogn! “J its exclusive de- 
sign by granting him a paten 

Now this new device is a to hernia 
sufferers Sorreeess. It is revolutionary. There 
are no steel springs. No leather. No. hari, gcug- 

er Ss. fo «6Ulunsightly bulk RUPTUR’ 

D.” as this per Lg | ie has been 
named, is suspended from the waist. There are 
no crue] straps, bands. ro springs around the 
—. to chafe and rub. It is as comfortab’e to 

Tr as a pair of trousers—and just as easy to 
slip on or off. 

There are no complications—such as ordering 
a “double,” “right” or “left.” RUPTURE-GARD 
takes care of all reducible inguinal hernia, pro- 
viding safe protection for the person with double 
hernia, and desirable ‘‘balanced”’ pressure for the 
person with hernia on just one side. 

The broad. flat pad is molded from firm, yet 
comfortable foam rubber, covered on the top by 
strong nylon mesh for cool comfort and complete 
washability. 

You'll like RUPTURE-GARD. If you have 
hernia—or know someone suffering from this 
affliction—won’t you do yourself a real favor 
right now, and mail the coupon below? There's 
absolutely no obligation—and you'll get the 
complete facts on R -GARD by return 
mail, in a plain envelope! 


THE KINLEN CO., Dept. TG-66W 
809 Wyandotte, Kansas City 5, Mo. 
2 Se a am oe oe ce ee mee a me 
+TEAR OUT AND MAIL! 
THIS COUPON NOW!8 


H The Kinlen Co., Dept. TG-66W 
4 809 Wyandotte St., Kansas City 5, Mo. 


H Rush me in a p!ain wht ae informa- 
§ tion about R D. understand & 
# there is absolutely no pn My on my part. § 








i Name. 
® Address. Zone. 7 
§ City State : 
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W haling on electric guitar (l.) and mugging (above), B. B. King 
uses showmanship antics which keep crowd in joyous uproar. 


The B. B. 


At AGE FIVE, Riley B. King got his 
first introduction to a cotton patch 

on a farm near his native Indianola, 
Miss. This wasn’t unusual, for thousands 
of children of that age and younger are 
taught early to earn a living in the cot- 
ton fields in a land where cotton is the 
stuff that buys food, shelter and clothes. 
Like a thousand others of his age, 
Riley King’s future seemed to hold no 
hope for anything more than an adult 
life of picking, bailing, rolling cotton, 
typically wild, bawdy Saturday nights in 
the low Mississippi Delta juke joints, 
Sunday services in ramshackle rural 
churches and a meticulous avoidance of 
offending the dominant southern whites. 
Young Riley might have continued in 
this well-marked groove had it not been 
for his ear for music—the music of the 
people around him; the rhythms of blues 
singers, the gospel song shouters, the 
matchless beat of the handclaps at coun- 
try revival meetings, the magic poetry 
of backwoods preachers and evangelists, 
unlettered, but masters at weaving spells 
with their wondrously recited stories of 
the Bible. Riley’s eager ears caught and 
stored away the meat of the stories sung 
to music by itinerant guitar and piano 
players about faithless women, hard 
times, the pangs of unrequitted love. 
Suddenly the growing boy wanted to 
play and sing these and other songs him- 
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KING Story 


He plagued his father, Albert King, 
foreman of a labor gang, until he got 
enough money to buy a battered, second- 
hand guitar. By ear and through imita- 
tion of older and more expert players, 
he soon learned to play the instrument. 
In less than ten years as B. B. (stands 
for Blues Boy) King, he made the spec- 
tacular jump from a Mississippi cotton 
patch to a $100,000 a year blues singer 
and bandleader whose record sales since 
1949 have gone over the one million 
mark several times. The fatback and 
blackstrap and cornbread diet of the ten- 
ant farmhand has been supplanted by 
thick filet mignons, swordfish and im- 
ported delicacies. In place of the ancient 
truck in which rode a dozen and more 
of his fellow fieldhands, King has his 
choice of two late model Cadillacs and 
station wagons he owns. 

One B. B. King record alone has sold 
more than a million copies. Although 
banned by many radio stations across 
the country when an alarmed public be- 
gan examining the lyrics of the new out- 
put of “rock and roll” tunes, King’s 
“You Upset Me Baby” caught fire and 
the RPM label in Los Angeles for which 
he waxes his songs suddenly found it- 
self swamped with orders from dealers 
throughout the nation for the bedroomy, 
amazingly frank musical story of how 
a girl affected the singer. 

There were others among the 35 dis- 





tinct hits B. B. has waxed. There was 
an immediate favorable 
“Whole Lot of Loving,” “Neighborhood 
Affair,” “Three A.M.,” “What Can I 
Do?”, “Cracking Up Over You,” Ten 
Long Years,” “Ruby Lee,” “Crying 
Won’t Help You,” and “Woke Up This 
Morning.” An enthusiastic distributor 
said: “There’s not a jukebox in a colored 


response to 


territory anywhere that doesn’t have a 
couple of sides on it by B. B. King. This 
guy is one that stays hot. In fact, he’s 
the Nat (King) Cole of the blues!” 

Perhaps King has reached that status. 
Certainly as an orchestra leader and 
personality, he has become one of the 
biggest one night attractions on the road. 
Even when thrown into the big blues and 
rhythm packages, he stands out like a 
sore thumb. For example, take the series 
of engagements in Atlanta, Chattanooga 
and a couple of other towns in between 
in which he was part of a package show 
that headlined, among others, Sarah 
Vaughan, Al Hibbler, fellow-Mississip- 
pian Muddy Waters and the Moonglows. 
The overflow crowds let it be emphati- 
cally known that they came primarily to 
hear B. B. King. 

Something of the same reaction was 
found at Pep’s Music Bar in Philadel- 
phia, an important stop on the rock and 
roll circuit. This joint, on famed Broad 


~ ° ° ’ — —— a “4 
Street, draws a mixed clientele of upper Driving motor-powered boat in Miand Bay 


strata Negroes and whites as well as the 





Featuring a melodic saxophone section, a screaming trumpet and a driving rhythm unit, B. B. (Blues Boy) King orchestra leader plays 
and records for the RPM label “rock and roll” tunes like “You Upset Me Baby” and earns a whopping $100,000 yearly. 


so-called “working” man and woman of 
both races plus a heavy sprinkle of stu- 
dents from the University of Pennsyl- 
vania and other colleges. Blues singers 
of the earthy type of B. B. King aren’t 
usually a success there. 

Instead, it’s a sounding board for the 
likes of Ella Fitzgerald, Count Basie, 
Dizzy Gillespie, Chris Powell, Dinah 
Washington, Sarah Vaughan and others. 
B. B. was booked for a week and even 
the owners were ready to admit, in face 
of what people were saying on the cor- 
ner, that per- (Continued on Page 82) 
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is favorite pastime of the blues king. 
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| MARRIED A 
BLIND MAN 


When Steve told his sweetheart to. Jet Ellie move into her apart- 
ment, he didn’t know the blind heed would move into her heart. 


W HEN MY APARTMENT bell jing. 


my heart gave a crazy lurch because 
somehow, I knew it was Steye. It would 


have given me a lot of satisfaction not to oad 
- Your office, written letters—and not a 
word from youl 


have answered it. But I could no more 
have done that than deny myself water 


when I was dying of thirst. And when — 


I opened the door my heart acted” up - 
again. Because it was. Steve! 


and all I said was, “Yes?” =< @ 


“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” 


he asked, his bold’ black eyes sweeping 


up and down my negligee-clad figure. 
Then, without waiting for an invitation 


he stepped past me, closed the door and 


stood regarding me with a quizzical 
smile. “Why so salty, doll?” he drawled. 


“You act like I swiped your last pas of 


nylons.” 
“You heel!” 


lute, no- -good heel!” 


Steve laughed and held out pig arms. 


“Come to papa, baby!” 







-* ‘smothered moan. 


But I. 
stared at him as if he were a stranger 





I spat. “You utter, pe , 


“} Danted to slap his face but instead, 
T Gung myself into his embrace with a 
Sr “Two weeks!” | 
sobbed. “Two whole weeks! I’ve called 


*I know,” he murmured, stroking my 
back gently. “I’ve been out of town: In 


ey Oye Didn’t my secretary tell you?” 
+ “That witch! 


She wouldn’t tell me 

inything!” 

4 I was furious at myself for acting as 
1 ‘was but I couldn’t help it. The mere 
sight of the tall, bronze guy made me 
“Weak all over—and he knew it, darn 
him! 

— “Doll, you sound like you're jealous!” 

_ 1 broke away, shouting hysterically, 
#1 hate you, Steve! I hate you!” 

sae Steve laughed. “Oh, no you don’t, 


, baby. You know you don’t.” 
— “I do, Ido!” I cried wildly. Then I 
_ whirled and flung myself face down on 


-my divan and (Continued on Page. 66) 




















“Wy mind raced a mile a minute for 
the right word as IT sat uneasily in 
Frank’s bed, his wife sound asleep 
beside me.” 
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Gazing unbelievingly into his bed- 
_ room, Frank discovered his wife 

was doing for his best friend what 
_ she wouldn’t do for him. 


E ERY MAN HAS his breaking point. 
- “Some fortunate men are able to live out 
their lives without ever having to come to per- 
sonal grips with this grim fact of life. They grow 
* up to be solid businessmen, devoted husbands, 
good fathers and staunch members of the church, 
the PTA and the Men’s Civic Club, and not once 
does that crisis arrive in their lives when they are 
forced to sacrifice a highly esteemed principle or 
commit what is considered a crime of moral 
weakness. 
And yet, these men, as all men, have their 
breaking point, a time when a man’s physical and 
“spiritual strength cannot keep him from the com: 
mission of indiscretion. The Army’s tortured, 
brain-washed GI’s and officers proved that. Of 
- Course, for some men the breaking point comes 
early in life—almost the first time they see an 
unguarded fruit stand or cash register, or dis- 
cover women. 
Most of us, however, dwell between these two 
extremes, being neither the unyielding monu- 









































ment completely above reproach nor the 
unprincipled hustler with the morals of an 
alley cat. We are more evenly constructed. 
We have our strength—and we have our 
weakness. 

My weakness was Jenny. She wasn’t 
just another girl, but she was what every 
girl at some time in her life wants to be. 
Jenny, at her best, was a hot, unquench- 
able flame. At her worst she was a highly 
explosive force too dangerous to be left 
accessible to the average man. Physically. 
she was a dream, with soft hair that tum- 
bled about her shoulders, laughing eyes 
that told you things she didn’t want to say 
with her mouth, and a radioactive kiss that 
tripped up your heartbeat and overheated 
your blood. Her high, proud bosom, gently 
tapering curves, and thorobred legs were 
the topic of more street corner conversa- 
tions than the latest score of a World Series 
baseball game. I should have known better 
than to get tangled up with a woman like 
her. But when you are a kid, how are you 
to know? 

And I was just a kid when I met Jenny; 


right down the drain. Luckily, only a few 
highly amused souls were present. 

“Well, I'm Jenny Anderson,” she said 
in a low, throbbing voice that tied my 
spine in a slip-knot. 

“That’s nice,” I mumbled. 

“Do you mean ‘That’s’ nice or that I’m 
nice?” she asked coquetishly. 

“Oh, you’re nice.” I fumbled. With much 
effort, I brought my eyes up to meet hers 
for the first time. And all along the torrid 
line where our eyes met. I thought I saw 
fiery sparks dancing in the air. 

And that’s how I met Jenny Anderson. 
She came into the drug store three or four 
times a week for almost three months be- 
fore I had sense enough to realize that it 
was my move. In fact, I wouldn’t have 
realized it then had it not been for Frank 
Gipson. A fraternity man, star athlete and 
general campus wheel, Frank seemed to 
just about have his pick of the campus 
except for Jenny. “One of these days.” I 
heard him tell her once, “the strain of 
doing without me is going to be too great 
for you. Maybe then Ill break down and 


Frank planned to torture his wife’s old beau by giving him a 


job and letting him room with them. The scheme worked all 


right, except for one thing— it was Frank who got tortured. 


seventeen, my first year in college and as 
green as little apples. But I learned fast. 
Maybe that was what Jenny liked about 
me, I learned fast. The first day she 
walked into Spencer’s drug store there on 
the campus where I was a soda jerk, I was 
so stricken by her beauty, and so embar- 
rassed over my own staring, that I stam- 
mered like I had a life-long speech defect 
when she spoke to me. And the only real 
reason she spoke was because she knew I 
was speechless over her looks. 

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” she 
asked after ordering a milk shake. 

“No—er, yes. I—I mean I’m new here 
in the store but I’m not new on the campus. 
I’ve been here all year,” I managed to tell 
her. 

“Hmmm, you must have been hiding,” 
she said between sips on her straw. “I 
haven’t seen any handsome men like you 
around.” 

I wilted under her hypnotic glance, and 
turned and saw my reddened face in the 
reflection of a highly-polished aluminum 
cabinet. And turning red with my natural 
tan is some feat. 

“If I passed you on the street and 
wanted to say hello to you.” she said, 
“would I say ‘Hello, John, or ‘Hi’ Edgar,’ 
or what?” 

“My—my name’s Earl, er, Earl Brooks,” 
I said, and if the drug store had been 
crowded then like usual, I would have 
taken off my soda jerk’s cap and dived 
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give you a tumble.” Jenny fumed at that, 
and I did too. I wanted to show Frank 
who Jenny belonged to. 

Finally, with great shyness, I asked if 
I could take her to a campus movie. That 
did it. Before the year was out, Jenny and 
I had about as hot a romance as it is pos- 
sible to have on a college campus. And, 
now that I think about it, it is difficult to 
understand why. 

For one thing, Jenny was a year older 
than I, and had entered college when she 
was sixteen, a year younger than I. Thus 
she was a super-sophisticated junior while 
I was a freshman. This, I know. sometimes 
caused her some embarrassment. Secondly, 
my only claim to campus fame then was 
as a better-than-average basketball player. 
There were definitely bigger men on the 
campus, socially and scholastically. There 
were also plenty with more money. Still, 
the war was on then, and the campus was 
not carrying anywhere near a full load of 
male students. But I didn’t think Jenny 
was in love with me. I didn’t think Jenny 
had ever been in love with anybody but 
herself. Still, I think she probably liked 
me as much or more than any man she 
ever met, although I can’t really explain 
why, unless it was because we both had a 
sense of humor, seldom fought, and liked 
pretty much the same things. And, I found 
out later, she wasn’t really the flirt I had 
made her out to be, just because she teased 
me that day in the drug store. I adored 


Jenny, and [| think she especially appre. 
ciated that, although any man would have 
adored her. 

My second year at college was pretty 
much like the first; it revolved around 
Jenny and, by this time, it was becoming 
more and more apparent that there wag 
going to have to be a merging of the moth 
and the flame. I don’t know how much ] 
really knew about sex at the time, and | 
don’t know how much Jenny knew, but 
neither of us had to know much to see 
what was happening. The goodnight kisses 
were becoming too long, too heated; the 
petting in the back seats of cars becoming 
too involved. 

There was another problem developing 
also: I was eighteen now, and the draft 
board had its eyes on me. 

All of this had me in a pretty low mood 
when Jenny announced she was going to 
spend the weekend with a maiden aunt in 
nearby Baltimore. I was all set to offer 
a dozen reasons why she shouldn’t when | 
suddenly realized the possibilities. Jenny 
and I had never had a chance to be to- 
gether in the city. The campus facilities 
for romance had been understandably poor, 
but the city—well. 

When I casually mentioned that I might 
get into town to see her, Jenny was over- 
joyed, although I’m not sure whether it 
was because the same thoughts had crossed 
her mind or not. She left the campus on 
Friday, and on Saturday, having scraped 
up every cent I could lay my hands on, I 
left for the city. Since a night at the 
YMCA was far cheaper than one at a 
hotel, despite the added hotel advantages, 
I was forced to check in at the Y. From 
there on the plan was simple. I telephoned 
Jenny to let her know I was in town, but 
instead of going right over. I suggested 
she call me if there was any chance of her 
aunt leaving the house for a while. It just 
so happened, Jenny said, that her aunt had 
a date for the evening. She would call. 

At 9 p.m. Jenny called. “Aunt Mary just 
left,” she said. 

“I’m on my way,” I replied. 

There was something about being alone 
with Jenny in a house that was both fright- 
ening and wonderful. It was all nice and 
warm and cozy and totally unbearable. 
The lights were low, the radio music gentle, 
and Jenny was as soft as warm butter. The 
kisses and caressing were both expected 
and accepted by Jenny. My fumbling 
efforts to slip my hand inside her blouse 
met no resistance. My head was spinning 
in a sweet delirium as we edged nearer the 
brink of a violent explosion of passion. 

When the telephone rang, I thought I 
was shot. Jenny leaped from the soft, re- 
arranging her blouse and skirt as she went 
to the phone. The conversation was brief: 
“Hello—Oh, that’s too bad—Really ?—Oh, 
no, no thanks—All right.” She hung up 

(Continued on Page 63) 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI MAJOR: 

My boy friend and I are about to 
break up over an unexpected visit. With- 
out making a date or telephoning me, he 
came to my home, and was peeved be- 
cause I couldn’t spend the evening enter- 
taining him. I was angry because I have 
asked him not to come to my house with- 
out first letting me know or asking if it 
is convenient for me to see him. That 
seems the courteous thing to do. Is my 


demand ridiculous, as he claims? 
Jane Matthews 
New York City 


Dear Jane Matthews: 

Your question brings up the trouble- 
some problem of “drop-ins,” those un- 
expected callers who arrive at the most 
inopportune times to use up your spare 
evening or the Sunday afternoon you 
planned for a special task, to read a 
book, or just to relax and nap. No mat- 
ter how much you like them, these 
friends can be very irritating, particu- 
larly for a city girl who, in all probabil- 
ity, has a full-time job and must budget 
her few hours of leisure. 

Your young man should respect your 
right to be at home “by appointment 
only.” He should realize that you need 
time to attend to personal chores, that 
you can not always be at your glamorous 
best to play hostess. He should be proud 
of the fact that you have a home duty 
schedule, that you devote some time to 
the improvement of your person and 
your house. (Continued on Page 71) 











Whon over-oiliness dingo 


TEEN-AGE SKIN TROUBLES 


lit NADINOLA hollp | 


Doctors say there are twice as many tiny oil 
glands in the face as in any other part of the 
body. And they aggravate teen age complexion 
troubles, like big pores, blackheads and other 
externally caused blemishes. Not to mention 
that greasy, shiny look that is so unpleasant. 

Don’t let the embarrassment of these common complexion faults 
make you miss out on dates and parties. You can do something about 
them and it’s easy! Just use Nadinola Deluxe Bleaching Cream 
daily to reduce over-oiliness. Nadinola Deluxe is greaseless, anti- 
septic and gently astringent. It contains a famous complexion clear- 
ing ingredient that is amazingly effective—works quickly to make 
your skin look clearer, smoother—and several shades lighter, too. 

Get Nadinola Deluxe Bleaching Cream and use according to 
directions. You’ll be delighted with its wonderful results. Nadinola 
Deluxe is positively guaranteed to improve your complexion or 






Sd 


your money back! Nadinola, Paris, Tenn. aaa 
Full np yaad 
size jar 
NADINOLA el 
$1.25 





DE LUXE BLEACHING CREAM 
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Growing up, Jane always 

wanted a glimpse of heaven. 

She got it when she laid eyes 
on her bawling baby boy. 


(5 SOMETIMES gives us glimpses 
of Heaven, but we help to make our 

own particular Hell. 
I remember reading that sentence 


somewhere when I was 14 years old. E Ph es 
How I laughed then, thinking what a pet : ete: 
slim chance I had of ever catching any é ae = 4 
glimpse of Heaven in this drab world. 7: pee pa “ 


Me—a scrawny orphan, tolerated by a 
frumpy Aunt Delia only because I did 
most of the work around the house and 
took care of the puny infants she 
brought home regularly from the hos- 
pital almost every year. I wouldn’t laugh 
today, though, for I know it is true, 
every word. 

It was my marriage to Bob that 
showed me what Heaven could be like. 
And when I lost little Davy, I fell deeper 
and deeper into an inferno that I see now 
was largely of my own making. ee ell 

I didn’t want a baby. Life was perfect ae 
with just the two of us. We were so 
young, and we both had missed the sky- 
larking and good times that most boys 
and girls have in their teens. Was it any 
wonder that we laughed and played and 
danced our way through that first year 
of married life? We were trying to 
make up for some of the fun and thrills 


‘DIDN'T UL es 










ve had missed. grew up too fast, big {quam © The first time I saw Bob was 

Bob wasn’t exactly an orphan like my- ward and clumsy. Shorthand class at Benton Business 
elf, but he might just as well have been. That’s about all BolJGVSSN TORI oss (cou Roe Me Scns Me Ura 
His parents were divorced when he was about his early life. WJUIiTUN ee Senn ORs 


four years old and he spent most of his during the war years, higRgtie anoles Gs) ames UKDIE ce A Cs COE) 


hildhood shuttling back and forth be- himself. Because he waSQRU/PUi (ip sh: Gee (L0eme lati am Og OU TTL oC 
ween them. It wasn’t long before each older than he really wasMi@\eew eame aan ae) 

)f them had a second crop of youngsters _him to falsify his age <qgR@ asst Smet 
to bring up, so there really wasn’t any- Army. Actually, he wom sito meee) een ee eee ak 


me greatly interested in young Bob, who _ the war ended. Jones dictated a letter. | didn’t k 


a 
\ 


“Bob wanted to take me in his arms, but 
! wanted to think. 1 wanted anything except 
the thing 1 knew was happening to me 
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he-man grin, too, that be over his mind whether or not to spend an extra 


s then, of course, about the siege of tropi- 
ss | al fevers that prevented his doing the face and crinkled up the cornérs of his dime for a piece of luscious-looking 
yh kind of work he wanted to do—building dark brown eyes. For a minute. Miss — chocolate cake. I had to be careful about 
ld onstruction. Jones’ staceato voice faded away. ike a every penny those days. Of course. I had 
g.s He looked up and caught me laughing radio does when something interferes the Benton College scholarship Pd won 
ste ithim. Honestly, I couldn't help it. He with the station you're tuned to, By the in high school to pay for my tuition, 
ir kept squinting along the rows of little time I got on the beam again, Id missed — but my living expenses in the city had to 
di black marks in his notebook as if he a whole paragraph. come out of less than $500 I'd earned in 
MI were sighting along a gun barrel. He That noon. I was perched at the coun- = spite of Aunt Delia's griping about my 
ki grinned back at me, and it was a regular ter at Tonys. trying to make up my — working nights (Continued on Page <1) 
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Men 2 Women fora tev bay 


| pga QUITE SOME TIME, Mrs. Helen 

Simms had been a patient of mine. 
Even before her marriage, I had been 
her family’s physician. Three years ago, 
Raveen’s new scientific formula I delivered her lovely little daughter, E]- 
works to help stop dry scalp, len. Now she was expecting another 
splitting hair, breaking ends child and had come to my office for a 
checkup. 

“Everything is in good shape, Mrs, 
Simms,” I said as I completed the ex. 
amination. “In a few months, Ellen will 
have a healthy little brother or sister.” ” 

Mrs. Simms was an attractive woman _ 
of 24. She possessed a winsome person- — 
ality. The product of a family of happily- 
married people, she was a good wife to — 
Harry Simms, a struggling young pro- © 
fessional man. Together they made a 
model couple. They shared the same in- — 
terests. They were buying a small home. 
They were building for a solid future. 
As I assured Helen that she had no wor- 
ries about this pregnancy, she beamed 

looking for something that would happily. It was one of those times in a 
glorify your hair and give it physician’s life when he feels that he is 
more beautiful and glamorous doing something wonderful, or worth- 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the while. 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets “Have you told Ellen about the new 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and baby?” I asked. 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes “No, not yet,” Helen replied. “And © 
with shining billows of I’m glad you asked me that. Harry and — 
long, lustrous hair you've | have been wondering whether or not ~ 
always wanted. If the length of the event will have any particular mean- 
your hair has been affected by its — ing to her at age 3.” 
undue dryness, you owe it to a , “Surely,” I said. “And in all fairness — 
yourself to try RAVEEN on : to Ellen, she should be allowed to enjoy 
Our generous no risk offer j planning for the new baby too. That is — 
one of the ways jealousy can be avoided ~ 
to a great extent. 

“Ellen must learn to adjust herself, to 
share the love and attention of her par- 
ents with a strange child; so she is en- 
titled to share your pleasure in planning 
Mail Coupon for no risk offer ! for the baby’s arrival. If she understands 
from the beginning that it is the family’s — 
baby, hers as well as Mommy’s and 
Daddy’s, her little world will not be as 
upset as it would be if the baby appeared 
suddenly, without any advance notice. 
Ellen needs to understand that the new- 
comer is not a source of danger, but a 
potential playmate.” 

Helen pondered my words, then re- 
sponded: (Continued on Page 80) 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 





If you've been looking and 
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RAVEEN pep. T-1 
fflonep back quarantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 

t Please send me RAVEEN at once on your gucranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 4) (CO! enclose $1.20 (C0 Send C.0.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full = 
purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. 








State. 
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HE GRACEFUL SWING of beautifi 

sight in June as brides and gradj 

, white and march down the aisle to fa e. 
- picturesque lovelies may be ‘wearing 

or the more formal floor length ‘gowm 
lace is combined with whispery tulle oi 

pale, fluffy nylon. Snug bodices gives 


bouffant look. High waistlines 3 
“empire” look of Paris. Even the wes he 
the soft, warm winds of June and 


otice. 
new- 




















skirts with additional petticoats unde ne 
























PLAYTIME 


A CAREFREE SUMMER LIFE calls for an easy-to-wear, playtime wardrobe that 


covers the activities of vacations and everyday wear. From mountain climbing 





to picnics, or surfboard riding to lazy beach promenading, play togs that are gayly 
styled and cheerfully priced are important items this summer. 
Since informal sport clothes are usually the “busiest” outfits in the summer ward- 








Italiano jacket has 3-tone zipper front. Solid color 
pants have zipper legs. Jacket, $8, pants, $6. 
Striped multi-color on black background marks the 
Caribbean shirt. “Beachcomber” pants have jagged 
edges. Shirt, $6; pants, $6. 

Cotton knit shirt by Pucci, is an unusual stripe design. 
Bermuda shorts are lined. Shirt, $6; shorts, $5. 
The multi-stripe “Fun Suit” is of cool, cotton knit, with 
a back zipper. Price, $8. 

Gondolier jacket has wide black and white stripes. 
Solid color ankle-length pants are lined. Jacket, $8; 
pants, $6. 

White sailtone jacket has the Italian harbor of Portifino 
as its unique border print. Worn over a turtleneck shirt, 
with sailtone pants. Jacket, $6; shirt, $2; pants, $5. 
“Milano”, a striped sailtone shirt, has a rib shoulder 
inset that matches the solid color knit shorts. Shirt, $6; 
shorts, $4. 





WARDROBE 


robe, sturdy simplicity and the right mixture of comfort and smartness are essen- 
tial “musts.” Clothes are styled in lavish, rich colors that challenge the sun for 
brightness. Rough and tumble sailcloth and iron-clad cotton jersey are fabric 
favorites. Cotton knits are also fashioned into jaunty “little boy” pants or the 
briefest of shorts. Each outfit is primed for playtime wearing. TAN’s Italian- 
inspired playtogs are by Phil Rose of California. 








Picturesque free form art pieces designed with a “Chanti- som buffer table with smart table shiotbsests display £ 
cleer” motif make ideal gifts. Other designs by Sascha beauty of a modern ate fine weiieih/ Sifeee Seuspeare by R 
Barstoff include Jewel Bird, Rooftops and Persian Fantasy. & Barton, The ey is elegant ees Ow damask. 
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Gifts That: I ast fron 


e 


DEF x %, 


The Bigsel Carpet sweeper is. ‘Old- fashioned coffee Ses is “Impromptu” dinnerware by’ * The new “Oster electric n w s 
very practical and easy to op- guaranteed with the new Iroquois strikes a new note in” grinder makes grinding and” 
erate. Hoover Automatic Coffeepot. graceful contours. choptng ae efloriess a 
“ ‘a 
HEN CHOOSING GIFTS for brie 
or young graduates, select items that 
have a “future.” No matter how expensivél 
the present may be, it should be destined’ 
for the future with the idea of usefulness in’ 
mind. Since most young people prefet buy 
ing their own personal gifts, ‘they appre 
ciate practical things that would benéhty 
them in years to come, whether they marry 
or remain single. ee 
It is usually quite simple to select ey 
for brides, but many shoppers make 
mistake of giving the June graduate 
frivolous gifts that have no lasting value « “f ' 
permanency. Such. items are a waste | 


ptr ie ‘ my money, for with a er more care in in choi ‘ 








ie “Grass Motif” dinnerware set by Russel Wright is in the The “Classic Rose” ‘isa sextant ‘digethin Wiring nila if 
fae of an oriental scroll. The stylized blades of grass are of by Reed & Barton. On each handle is sculpusred @ full blown” © 
f fauted bronze-green and bright gold or clear cerulean blue. rose. Start the -bride_or graduate off with @ six’ piece setting.» 


Graduation To Marriage - 


bs 
x 


De ‘modern three-dimensional This sterling silver pattern is Every bride or graduate will iigiie linen damask towels, <ee 
especially those with their own initials or a-pretiy motif, Be-. 


tern has great depth and an ideal “mixer” against mod- 
usual beauty of flowers. ern or traditional backgrounds. cause of the absorbency of linen, it is preferred for towels... 


ene, you can buy something worthwhile 
t will be remembered throughout the 


* ‘China and silver are. two excellent gift 
meideas. It is best to check with the recipient 
pe to whether she has already started her 
attern, or has chosen one Then it is easy 
oF you to buy according to the amount you 
#*tiad decided to spend. If you choose to give 
Eeseliver, it can be bought as a six-piece place 
fasetting, or in individual pieces. China, too, 
Pai is open-stock, can be bought by the six 
A: eight-piece serving set or individually. 
Reiver holloware also makes lasting gifts, 
ne an 4 H . 
ba Riccar aad phe “Silver Iris” Natware by Internalional Sterling hes all she edly °.0 
dk of handwrought silver. The exquisite design wyid ft the’ iden! & 


“the ty : 











en ns ae ane ee = ew, 


Select a smart quartet of Max 
tex towels for a graduation @ 


shower gift. 


“Boutonniere,” one of the new French dinner- eS : 
ware patterns by Haviland & Co., gleams in \ (4 pcs Ml Stanhels bound by feral oil 
. es ankets bou. 'y floral prints 


warm golden hues. “tl : 
: fee , and checks are the newest gift 


Gifts Should Bring Message Of 
Good Wishes To Last For Years 


tiny compote dishes to magnificent tea sets that cost a great deal of money. 

Instead of giving slips, perfume or flowers this year, substitute instead gifts of a 
more permanent nature. And linen, always an excellent buy, is a good gift to give, 
and is cherished by the bride as well as the graduate. In many cases the graduate will 
soon become a bride, and consequently a gift that can be converted into homemaking 
use is of great value. Make your wedding and graduation gifts this year bring a 
message of good will and good wishes that will last for many years. 





New texture and unique striped 
pattern combine in St. Mary's 
Spinning Wheel blanket. — 





Pastel colored sheets by Cannon in soft shades of aqua, peach, Beautiful silver bowl is nine inches wide and 2\%-inches high. 
mint green and yellow will make every bride blush with pleasure. Use it as a nut or fruit bowl, or as a serving dish. By Wallace 
Long lasting percale or muslin sheets are uniformly woven. Sterling. 
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ORE TIME should go into your 
1vE June beauty routine because so 
many exciting events will soon take 
place. Parties, weddings and gradua- 
tions are only a few of the many social 
engagements that crowd your calendar. 
If you are a pretty bride-to-be or a com- 
ing graduate, it is more important than 
ever to look your “glowing” best. All 
basic beauty begins with cleanliness. so 
treat yourself to a luxurious bubble bath. 
Add perfumed oils to stimulate and soft- 
en the skin. While in the tub relaxing, 
give the eves their beauty treatment, too. 
Use cotton pads dipped in iced witch 
hazel. 

\ pedicure is next, and with a few 


good rules you can do a professional job. 


BEAUTY FOR THE OCCASION 


Remove old polish, file nails straight 


across. then soak feet in warm water. A 


nail brush removes old skin and helps to 
push back the cuticle. Apply polish, stuff- 
ing cotton pads between the toes to pre- 
vent smudging. Just as important as the 
pedicure, is the care given the hands and 
nails. Assemble manicure equipment in- 
cluding polish remover. orange stick, 
emery board, buffer and polish. Use 
cotton-tipped orange stick to remove 
smudges. After this tip-to-toe beauty 
routine is completed, it is time for a nap. 

Just the thing to preserve that smart 
hair style and still look your prettiest, 
is a puckered nylon cap. For best results, 
start early on your beauty build-up and 


continue throughout the summer. 














Every girl’s ambition is to become a beau- 
tiful bride, and with the help of the real 
bride’s cake to “dream on,” it might soon 
be true. An extra cake is often set aside 
(it may be a delicious fruit cake filled with 
Brazil nuts), that can be cut in small 
pieces and boxed for souvenirs. 











Pretty, colorful pink wedding punch js 

made with frozen lemonade, bright fresh 

strawberries and sparkling champagne. 

Pastel pink is a delightful motif for small 

informal spring weddings, and the delicate 

shade is obtained by adding a bit of red 
food coloring. 











ng punch is 
bright fresh 
champagne. 
otif for small 
l the delicat. 
a bit of red 
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Bonbon cake and cokes will help the 
young graduate celebrate his new found 
freedom. The delicate concoction is deco- 
rated with a rich, feathery icing and 
topped with pastel colored coconut bon- 
bons. Serve with plenty of icy cold cokes 
from a table that is attractive with flowers 
and pretty linens and glassware. 





ERE COMES THE BRIDE, regal 

in her wedding finery; and here 
also comes the June graduate, sedate 
and dignified in his gown of knowledge. 
Both are happily looking forward to a 
gay round of parties and fun making 
before they assume new, serious respon- 
sibilities. With the gray of winter over, 
let’s help the bride and graduate wel- 
come the new summer that is sure to be 
full of surprises. 


Wedding bell fruit punch is made with 
frozen lemonade, pineapple juice, ginger 
ale and chilled champagne to add a bit of 
glamor and sparkle. Serve with tiny fin- 
ger cakes. Centerpiece is made from a 


silvered branch of manzanita with silver 
bells tied on with satin ribbon and lily of 
the valley. 





wedding reception, the cake would of 
course be included, and the cost and 
preparation might become more _in- 
volved. 

Decorate the serving table as prettily 
as possible with garlands of flowers and 
cute miniatures of the bride and groom 
(if it is a bridal reception), or perky 
graduates (if it is a graduation party). 
Sometimes these can be made with bits 


of material found in the home. 


CELEBRATIONS 


Bridal receptions and showers along 
with graduation parties are on the so- 
cial agenda this month, and it requires 
only a gentle hint to start the party- 
planning hostess off on a party-making 
spree. June with its soft, warm winds 
and fragrant flowers is the month ideally 
suited for parties, and this is one of the 
reasons so many brides choose it for 
their wedding month. 

Punch bowls are brought out of win- 
ter hiding, the yard is stripped of flowers 
for decorating as 2ctivity gets underway. 
Late invitations are mailed, early gifts 
are readied for display and the merry 
whirl of June festivity is off with a bang. 

Surprisingly “punch and cake” parties 
are quite simple to give. All you need is 
a punch bowl brimming with delicious 
punch, tiny sandwiches or cakes and 
cookies, and a decorative motif of gay, 


colorful flowers. If it is an elaborate 


When entertaining for very young 
graduates (grade school to junior high 
school) the important thing is to have 
plenty refreshments. Cookies are easier 
to serve, and youngsters feel more polite 
taking two cookies, whereas they might 
feel a little awkward reaching for two 
pieces of cake. Remember those enor- 
mous teen appetites! 

Improvise on a punch bowl if need be, 
substituting a large crock for a fancy 
bowl. The kids won’t mind in the least. 
On the other hand, frosted cokes ( plenty 
of them) will certainly please the gang. 
too, along with an assortment of flavored 
pop which is quite pretty and guests will 
have a choice of flavors. 

Bridal showers or receptions are more 
formal and would certainly require a 
punch bowl. In many towns and cities 
they can be rented, either from the 
church or some large organization. 











Make the graduate’s party as festive as the 
bride’s reception. To make rosy lemonade 


punch, combine frozen lemonade with 
frozen strawberries or raspberries. Deco- 
rate the punch bowl with sliced fruit, or 
fruit-flavored ice cubes. Surround with 
miniature diplomas tied with gay ribbons 
and colorful nosegays. 












A quick and easy punch with a delicious 
flavor is ideal for informal occasions, 
whether they are showers or graduation 
parties. Sliced lemons and oranges with 
floating strawberries give an extra “party 


air” to the punch bowl. Serve with crisp 


sugar cookies. 









































Me QW improved with 


Lanolin/ 





lustre and extra softness... 


The biggest aad 
at the price-**° 


MORE Beauty 


for Your Hair 


Yes, now the added richness of that special new 
lanolin formula gives your hair even greater 
keeps your super- 
smooth hairdo extra lovely all day long. 


MORE Value 


for Your Money 


DIXIE PEACH 


HAIR DRESSING 
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POMADE 





"WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 

Allurin: a ire ettable aroma 

and holds love, never —— Be giam- 

oro romantic, Make m love you, 
charm, irre: 


5 days. 
Only $2 with order 
with Cheetos. 100% 10 Day M 
Back Guar: if not deligh' 
Write Now. 


LAMOUR CO. Deot. 6, 220 W. 42 St. N. Y. 36 








FREE CATALOG 
= BE-BOP GLASSES 


HERMAN 
OPTICAL CO. 


179U Market Street, Newark, N. J. 














FOR THE 


WOMAN 
WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman or ny gets her own special eae when a rag a 
be most likel Lay IY thy wee ith a Doctor’s 
derful invention calied ADVIS-A GUIDE. ocnnee ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are most likely 
to be fertite. Most important—these special fertile days of 
yours are the enly days when you will be most likely to con- 
ceive a child. And you get these s fertile days of yours 
easily and simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Bestof ail 
~Decters and the Church approved and recommended 
ADVIS-A- GUIDE principle. Muny women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you 
it with 2 Just send me your 
name and address with 25c in coins orstamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE— sent you in a plain package 
4 = and a: with simple instructions—pay 
ae plus posta e on thii 00‘. mone. guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A- GUIDE for10 days. If youare not 
completely satistied—if you are not delighted with the hg ¢ it 
helps you in your marriage relations — return it to vu 
send your full purchase price right back to you ‘tye air- 
mall. (You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
$2 in eash or money order or check when you —- me. 
Because then | pay all postage.) Write me personal. 


Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept.462 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO.. 1000 6th Ave.. New York 18, N.Y. 
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SUBSCRIBE TO 
TAN TODAY 

















WHAT DO YOU WANT? 


Your Own Business? 
A Profitable Homecraft? 
A Steady Job? 


® Big Sparetime Earnings? 


They re All Waiting for YOU in 
CUSTOM FURNITURE 


UPHOLSTERY 


AT HOME, you alone, or husband and wife to- 
gether can earn while learning professional fur- 
niture upholstery, reupholstery, slip- 














covers, furniture finishing, repairs, _— 
window cornice, cushion and drapery 

making. U.T.S. course includes FREE 

—ALL tools, frames, materials and atl 
fabrics to make 3 pieces of beautiful 
upholstered furniture with slipcovers. | “Sa” 





Write for FREE illustrated book and 

FREE sample lesson. Training in N. Y. Schoo! 

also available) APPROVED FOR VETERANS. 
UPHOLSTERY TRADES SCHOOL 

Dept. EH-101-04 721 Broadway, New York 3 


The punch bowl is usually the scene of ac- 
tivity so keep it filled with a cool frosty 
punch made by dissolving 14% cups of 
sugar in 2 cups hot tea. Cool. Pour intoa 
gallon jar with 1 cup fresh lemon juice 
and 5 cups fresh orange juice. Add ? 


quarts water and keep cool until ready to 
use. Pour over ice in punch bowl and gar. 
nish with orange and lemon slices. 





Bride and groom lemonade punch is made 
with frozen lemonade, frozen orange and 
pineapple juices, sparkling water and gin- 
ger ale. Crushed ice is added just before 
serving. Miniature bride and groom figures 
are from “Parties by Sally.’ The punch 
bowl is “Old Williamsburg” pattern by 
Heisey. There is no trick to making a de 
licious punch at home if you use lemonade 
as a base. 
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Daughter’s Teacher 


(Continued from Page 22) 
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face the music can be a terribly frighten- 
thing. Relatives from all over the 
puntry—on both sides of the family— 
nted me to come to live with them. I 
souldn’t see it. I was stunned by the sud- 
iden loss of the two dearest people in my 
Hife and I had some sort of wild idea that 
fd just be sticking my chin out to try to 
form emotional ties again or to find myself 
another family. 
There wasn’t any money after the small 
insurance and some meager savings went 
Mo pay mother’s funeral bills. I moved out 
of our tiny apartment and found a small, 
furnished room. I got a job in a factory 
where parts for radios were assembled. I 

















ene of ac- | had a roof over my head, enough wages to 
ool frosty eat and buy a few clothes carefully. But I 
, cups of | had an aching loneliness and fear which 
our intog | haunted me night and day. 

mon. juice Social life for me was almost non-ex- 
» Add 2 | istent. I had a couple of girl friends from 
l ready to | the old neighborhood and a couple who 
i aad gar. were nice to me on the job. Of the other 
ices. sex, I knew very little. My father’s drink- 


ing habits had caused mother and me to 
grow sv close to each other that there 
hadn’t been any room for boys. Conse- 
quently, I was shy and awkward whenever 
my girl friends tried—as they did des- 
perately—to get me out of my shell. They 
planned double-dates, parties and every- 
thing calculated to bring me out. Nothing 
worked because of my own defeatist atti- 
tude about such things. 

Then Jim happened. 

Jim was a career man at the factory. 
He’d been there for twelve years. He’d 
started out in a very insignificant job and 
worked his way up to an important fore- 
manship. The bosses had great admiration 
for his knowledge of his job and his win- 
ning ways with the people who worked 
under him. He was a much beloved man 
at the plant and the pride that the other 
Negro workers had for him was a pretty 
wonderful thing. 

Everyone told me how fortunate I was to 
get transferred to Jim’s office only a year 
after I'd been with the company. No one 
dreamed—least of all yours truly—what 
an effect the transfer and contact with Jim 
was going to have on my life. 








. is made I had a long talk with my new boss that 
nge and § first day when I reported to him. That is, 
and gin: he had a long talk with me because I was 
st before § too miserably self-conscious to even answer 
m figures F his questions intelligently. Jim Rawls was 
ye punch very patient with me. He was a relaxed 
oie by F man, with an uncanny sense of kinship to 
ing a de others, a quick ability to diagnose char- 
emonade 


acter and set people at ease. He took me 
completely off guard by talking about 
everything under the sun except the job. 
He wanted to know all about me, my likes, 
dislikes, my family background, hobbies. 
He probed into my life so gently and skill- 
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It’s easy to be SURE! 





New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Keeps Underarms 
Dry and Sweet...Stops Odor Up to 24 Hours! 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind 
of protection from perspiration and odor... 
rubbed-in protection. Rub Arrid in —rub 
odor out. Rub Arrid in—rub perspiration 
out. When the cream vanishes you know 
you are safe. 

HERE’S SECRET. Arrid now contains anew 
magic ingredient PERSTOP. And PERSTOP 
makes Arrid a real vanishing cream deodor- 
ant. That’s why Arrid is 1% times as effec- 
tive as any other leading deodorant —as 
proved by doctors. 

Arrid with PERSTOP keeps underarms 





DON’T BE HALF SAFE. 





USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 


dry and sweet . .. stops odor up to 24 hours. 
No other deodorant can give you this pro- 
tection because no other contains PERSTOP. 
Safe for normal skin and fabrics. Get Arrid. 
with PERSTOP today. 


More men and women 
use ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, 
so easy to apply 












43¢ 


plus tax 


MAKE $15°° A DAY AND MORE! 





THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE 
That Will Change Your Whole Life! 


IN JUST TWELVE SHORT WEEKS you can 
begin to earn as much as $20.00 a day. Over 
300,000 additional nurses are needed at once. 
Select the cases you want from the hundreds 
offered you. Work part-time or full-time in 
hospitals, clinics, doctors’ offices, or at home. 

YOUR AGE OR EDUCATION !S NOT IMPOR- 
TANT. Students from 16 to 65 have success- 
fully completed this Doctors’ approved 
course. A high school education is not nec- 
essary. Study as slow or as fast as you wish. 

iF YOU ENROLL NOW you will receive a 
Silver Nurse’s Pin, a Nurse’s Cap, a preci- 
sion Thermometer, a salary receipt book, and 
professional record charts, absolutely FREE 
of extra charge. 

BUT MOST IMPORTANT for your future is 
to get your FREE complete information 
NOW. Without cost or obligation you get a 
FREE SAMPLE LESSON and a FREE 
NURSING BOOKLET by clipping the cou- 
pon at the right and sending it or a post- 
card to us immediately. Your FREE material 


will reach you by return mail. NAME 
ADDRESS. 
POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF wuRSING {- ADRES 
CITY. _ZONE. STATE. 


17M66 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago §, Ill. 


Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 


Learn practical nursing 
at home in 12 short weeks 





POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING 
17M66 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 

Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample 

lesson and FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities 

in Nursing. 
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fully that there wasn’t any chance of my 
becoming annoyed or thinking he was 
merely being nosy. 

Jim Rawls certainly was no one’s dream 
man when it came to looks. He was a tall, 
ramrod straight fellow with nice shoulders 
and an easy charm much more intriguing 
than good looks. One thing about him 
which aroused my interest and, at first, 
made me almost afraid to look at him. He 
had the most attractive gray eyes, soft- 
looking at first, but the kind of eyes that 
went through you—yet in a friendly way. 
Somehow, those eyes made you feel they 
could appraise your innermost thoughts. 
But they also gave you a confidence in the 
man—the belief that he was a_ square- 
shooter who would never lie or do anything 
else dishonorable. 

As nice as it was talking to him, I was 
relieved when the interview was over. Jim 
stood up and extended his hand, offering 
me a big smile. 

“I’m happy to have you in this depart- 
ment,” he told me. “I know you're going 
to help us maintain our reputation. You 
know, we have quite a good one and we’re 
proud of it. I want you to come to me when- 
ever you have a problem.” 

I thanked him embarrassedly and went 
to my assigned task. 

For days after that I tried to get the 
nerve to take Jim at his word. I did have a 
problem. I’d been very unhappy with the 
kind of job I was doing. For almost a year 
now, I’d been going to night school, taking 
business and secretarial courses. I yearned 
for a white collar job. Maybe I wouldn’t 
make as much money, but I felt there was 
more of a future in perhaps being some- 
one’s secretary. Being shy and knowing 
only a few people, I didn’t have the nerve 
to begin trying to find a position some- 
where else, even though I was qualified to 
be a typist-stenographer. And I had the 
absurd notion that I'd be pushing my luck 
to try to get my job changed at the plant. 
Three months passed with my dissatisfac- 
tion growing. Then one day the rumor got 
around that the department was going to 
lose Jim Rawls. He was to move up into 
the top production offices—to get an execu- 
tive position which a Negro had never held 
before. I was panic-stricken. For one thing, 
like everyone else in Jim’s department, I 
would miss him keenly. He was gracious 
and considerate with everyone. But I’d 
sensed that he paid me a little special at- 
tention. It may have been because he 
sensed my loneliness and awkward feeling 
around people. He’d always stopped to 
chat with me a few minutes, always re- 
peated his offer to help whenever I needed 
help. 

I decided to take the plunge. It was now 
or never, for if I didn’t seek Jim’s help be- 
fore he got transferred, I might never again 
get the opportunity. When I walked into 
his little cubbyhole of an office, Jim rose 
from his desk with a nice, welcoming smile. 

“Come in, Miss Hart,” he greeted me. 
“I’m glad to see you. Do you realize this 
iia 
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is the first time you’ve come into my office 
on your own? What can I do for you?” 

He motioned me to a seat. 

I was almost speechless, didn’t know 
how to get started. 

Jim leaned forward and said teasingly. 

“Tell me, young lady, am I quite as ter- 
rible an ogre, after all?” 

I was shocked into a surprised “What 
do you mean, Mr. Rawls?” 

He leaned back, threw his head back and 
laughed merrily. 

“T’m kidding you. But really, you act as 
though you're scared to death around me. 
I’m not going to bite your head off. On the 
contrary, I’m much pleased with your 
work and I was about to let you know that 
I’ve recommended you for a raise.” 

I gasped with delight. Then my face 
fell. 

“T guess that means I'd better not ask 
you,” I faltered. 

“Ask me anything your heart desires,” 
he told me. 

I don’t know how I stumbled through it, 
but I did manage to tell Jim my dreams 
about becoming a secretary. 

He asked me a few rapid questions. Then 
he swung his swivel chair around so that I 
faced his back. He remained in that posi- 
tion for a few minutes. I was terrified, 
thinking I had committed a terrible error. 

But Jim’s next words reassured me. 

He swung back and faced me with those 
impressive eyes. 

“Miss Hart.” he told me seriously. “It’s 
quite a coincidence, your bringing this 
matter to my attention just now. It happens 
—confidentially—that I’m to move up to 
the front office next week. It’s a new job 
for me and I told them I'd like to bring in 
my own secretary. Now, I don’t want to 
make any promises for, although I like you 
and think you’re conscientious, I'll have to 
have a girl who really measures up to re- 
quirements. But I want to tell you that if 
you can make the grade, the job will be 
yours.” 

I was so grateful, I almost burst into 
tears. I didn’t have a worry in the world 
about making the grade. I’d do it—pass 
whatever tests were given me. I had to. 

That’s how I became Jim Rawls’ secre- 
tary and that’s what led up to my becom- 
ing Mrs. Jim Rawls. 


DON’T THINK THERE’S any way to 

get to know a man better than by being 
his confidential secretary. It’s a job in 
which you see your boss at his best and at 
his worst, when you learn the true charac- 
ter of him, how he reacts to annoyances, 
frustrations and emergencies. If I had re- 
spect for Jim as just another employee in 
his department, I really learned to appre- 
ciate him as his good right hand. I’ve never 
known a person who could remain so down- 
to-earth. regardless of what took place, so 
cool under fire. And there was plenty of 
fire. For, while he had powerful friends in 
the bosses of the plant, there were some 
executives who resented his prestige be- 


cause he was a Negro and who disliked hi 
because he was obviously what they call i 
business “a coming man.” Jim knew hoy 
to handle enemies the same way | 
handled friends. I learned so much fro 
him about the way to live gracefully and 
make your point without ever losing fag 
or giving way to temper or petty pride. 
I learned, too, to develop a poise and ay 
surance which I'd never dreamed it pos 





sible for me to acquire. Gradually, I pe 
came cool, confident and deft in handling 
people, in talking with them. The old shy. 
ness began to evaporate. It wasn’t ; 
miracle. It was just that working with Jip 
was so exciting that I found an interest jj 
life. It was also that he made me feel in. 
portant, placing responsibilities on m 
which the average secretary doesn’t shoul. 
der. Every assignment was a challenge, a 
far as I was concerned. I’d have cut off; 
hand before I’d let Jim Rawls down. 

To make life more interesting, I not onl; 
had a kind, considerate boss, but a good 
friend too. I learned to trust Jim, to take 
him into my confidence, to lose my reser 
with him and yet maintain my respect. 

I was shocked, even so, the Friday night 
when he asked me what my plans wer 
for the evening. As usual, I had no plan: 
and I said so, wonderingly. 

Jim shot me that direct look. 

“How about dinner with 
show?” he asked. 

All the boss-secretary stories I'd ever 
heard or read came crowding into m 
mind. 

“Oh, no. Mr. Rawls, I couldn’t,” I said 
quickly. I sounded as if he’d asked me tv 
do some horrible thing. 

Jim smiled. 

“Why couldn’t you?” he demanded. “I'm 
not trying to get fresh with you at all. It: 
just that I’m getting tired of going home m 
Friday nights and being bored with myseli 
I promise to behave quite respectably.” 

My eyes widened. I had never dreamet 
that a fascinating and important man like 
Jim Rawls could know such a thing # 
boredom or loneliness. I was touched by his 
appealing smile and the way he’d put m 
in my place. 

“Please forgive me, Mr. Rawls,” ! 
pleaded. “I didn’t mean to react the waj 
I did. I’d love to go out with you. Id jus 
love it.” 

Almost without knowing it, Jim and! 
slipped into our courtship. Neither of 
sincerely believed, with that first date 
that anything serious could happen. Ce 
tainly, I admired Jim as much as any pe 
son I’d met. But I didn’t have any illusion 
about loving him, nor any hopes that lr 
become anything more than a desirable 
boss and a very close, understandins 
friend. 

The color of life changed, though, whet 
our dates with each other began. It we 
almost frightening—the mutualities we dit 
covered in each other; the same love fe 
books, the same choice in music. Whit 
caught me right in the heart about Jim (I 
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suppose misery loves company) was find- 
ing out that he hadn’t been lying when he 
talked about boredom. He was so much, 
heart and soul in his work that he had 
neglected to build any kind of social life. 
It became an accepted fact that we would 
have dinner together twice a week, see a 
show and perhaps on Sunday afternoons 
attend a concert. It was all quite unsensa- 
tional and not the dashing thing I’d always 
dreamed about for a love affair. But. then, 
like I said. I wasn’t in love and I was 
genuinely amazed to learn that Jim was. 

He told me one night when we were 
working late on some reports. I was rush- 
ing to get through and jammed a paper 
staple right through my little finger. I 
howled and Jim came running. When he 
saw the tiny trickle of blood which had 
made me react as if I’d been confronted by 
death, he gave me a tender smile, took the 
injured finger and kissed it. I was so sur- 
prised that my finger stopped hurting im- 
mediately. 

“Old home remedy,” Jim joked. He was 
looking into my surprised eyes. Suddenly, 
without a word. he leaned over and kissed 
me full on my lips. 

“Now you’ve really got something to be 
surprised about, huh?” he demanded al- 
most defiantly. 

Believe me, I was speechless. Jim drew 
up a chair exactly as though he were pre- 
paring to talk over a business matter. 

“T've been trying to get the 
that for a long time, Vel,” he explained. He 
always refused to call me by all of my 
name—Velma. “I didn’t know whether 
you'd be insulted for what I did. But I 
had to. It seems to be the easiest way of 
introducing that love 
someone very much.” 

“You. . . .” I began in astonishment. 

“You mean you didn’t know, darling?” 
Jim interrupted. “Well, I do and further- 
more, I'd give both arms to marry you— 
and as fast as possible.” 

“But, Jim... .” I began 
wouldn’t let me finish. 

“T don’t want an answer now,” he told 

e. “Afraid you might say no. I want you 
to take plenty of time—say, until tomorrow 
morning at nine.” 

For all the banter in Jim’s proposal, I 
could tell he was dead serious. It all came 
back to me tender little moments 
when we'd been together, extra considerate 
things he’d done, hints he’d passed. How 
could I have been so blind? 

I was quiet and thoughtful all the way 
home. When Jim dropped me off, he kissed 
me lightly on the cheek. 

“I have made some progress,” 
“I can take a 
without fear of getting smacked.” 

It was an impulse that made me pause 
before I got out of the car, pause and look 
into his eyes with an invitation—an invita- 
tion for a real kiss. Jim didn’t need a 
second hint. 

Needless to say, most of the night was 
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Famous Skin 


Lift up your head and stop fretting 
over the nagging distress of skin 
irritations! Nowadays there’s an 
easy, proven way to help your 
troubled skin feel better fast.. 


Millions of people have actually 
seen the marvelous results brought 
about by Palmer’s “SKIN SUCCESS” 
Ointment. There’s just nothing like 
it! Only “SKIN SUCCESS” Ointment 
gives you the full benefit of that 
great skin-prescription formula, 
tested by a well-known physician. 


Glorious relief from the 
ugly itching misery of 
eczema, pimples, rashes. 





Medicine Works Like Magic 


It works in a special way on your 
afflicted skin. So, get it today, and 
drive away those itchy-skin blues! 


Only 35c. Economical 75c size con- 
tains four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 
The deep-acting foamy medication 
of gentle “SKIN SUCCESS” SOAP fights 
off the surface skin germs that often 
cause ugly pimples, blackheads and 


perspiration odors. 
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WANT MORE DATES? 
USE Mona Lisa 


and the 
One 

application keeps you fresh all day. It 

will make the man you want. . 
j want you more. You'll never be with- 
once you use it It’s a subtle 
blend of Rare Imported French Oils 
with precious Jasmine. fo acquaint 
you with this enchanting perfume, we 
ggg for a limited time MONA LISA 


HALF PRICE af 


Sent prepaid on receipt of 
Money Back Guarantee: Send $1. to 
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520 Fifth Ave. 6, N. Y. 


Money Back Guarantee 
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To Be Set To Music 


Submit one or more of your best poems 
for free examination. Any subject. Send 
poem for details and information. 


Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 
2288 Bidg. Boston 8, Mass. 
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WORRIED? 


Are you getting out of life all 
you want? To make your life 
full, successful, happy—is some- 
thing missing? Faith — hope? 
Our 24-K GOLD PLATED 
HOLY CROSS encrusted with 
beautiful SIMULATED DIA- 
MONDS and fully ENCLOSED 
in GLASS, can be used in the 
privacy of your own home. It is 
said that people swear by it 
and BLESS the day they bought 
it. Don't be afraid to let it 
work for you. Only $2.00 
with order - a coD. 


back in 7 days. 
STARTED = the right 
road TODA 
FREE nth every CROSS, a copy of one of the smallest 
Bibles in the World, to fit your purse or pocket. 
Ss D PRODUCTS, Dept. 312-F 
125 BROAD STREET NEW YORK 4, N. ¥ 


53 








VVUVVVVTrVITTe 





* 
* 
* 
o 
* 


































proposal. By morning I still had no 
answer. True, I adored Jim as a man and 
could look forward to the kind of devotion 
and security which make a_ marriage 
blessed. But I didn’t love him and won- 
dered if it would be right or fair to pretend 
that I did. 

In those days I couldn’t be anything but 
honest with Jim. So I told him just what I 
was thinking. 

“You didn’t have to tell me that, Vel,” 
Jim answered me gently. “I knew you 
didn’t feel the same way I do. But I do 
honor you for being truthful. If you’re 
willing to go through with it. I promise 
you, you'll never be sorry. We have some- 
thing in common which sometimes means 
more than emotional, frantic love. We re- 
spect and like each other and besides, the 
way I care for you is infectious. You'll 
catch it some day.” 

It was such a sweet way to look at things. 
I said yes and felt excited and happy about 
it. 

We were so perfect together—Jim and 
]—that beginning with the glorious honey- 
moon in Niagara Falls and continuing. day 
after day, I really, truly believed I had 
been infected by Jim’s love for me. I was 
happy and contented as I hadn’t been since 
the days of my childhood. Jim was the 
ideal husband. He remained my lover, my 
courtier. He wasn’t well-to-do. by any 
means. But he went all-out to give me a 
lovely apartment and every modern house- 
keeping convenience to make a woman 
happy. I insisted on keeping my job and 
we worked, played and loved together as 
harmoniously as the most ecstatic love- 
birds. A small but valued circle of friends 
grew around us. My life was full. complete 
and worth all the sadness I had once 
known. 

That is, I thought my life was complete 
until a year after we’d married and Jill 
came along. Odd enough, I hadn’t ever 
considered the business of children. And 
when I first realized I was pregnant, I was 
terrified. I wanted nothing to interrupt the 
pattern of our life together. With a baby, 
how could I continue to be Jim’s right hand 

in the office? Furthermore, I was deathly 
afraid of the ordeal of birth. 

But Jim’s delight when I told him 
changed all that. I began to have all the 
warm, normal thoughts of impending 
motherhood. Now, we would really be a 
family. Besides, Jim was so far advanced 
at the plant, we’d be able to afford a leave 
for me—or even to have me quit working. 

Like most of his sex. Jim’s preference 
was for a son, but he boyishly assured me 

that a daughter would be just as welcome. 
Late that spring, Jill was born. I knew 
happiness I'd never known or even dared 
hope for. Jill and I were extraordinarily 
close, from her babyhood days. For, Jim 
was so wild about his brown-eyed little 
girl that he insisted that I quit my job to 
devote full-time to her. I realized,. when 
Jill was a tiny baby, that she had an un- 
usual sensitiveness. She was a very affec- 
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tionate child and often shocked Jim and 
me by her sometimes uncanny wisdom—or 
instinct—or whatever it is which children 
are given by God which sets them apart. 

Jill’s birth settled for me any doubts I 
might have secretly nourished about the 
worth of my marriage and the way it would 
work out. Jim and I were so very close now 
—so eager and anxious in our vow that 
here was one little girl who was going to 
have as good a life as our dreams, planning 
and sacrifice could give her. 

She delighted us as a baby. She fasci- 
nated us as a sophisticated little girl. But 
it was when she got to the breathless age of 
fifteen that we began to be affected with 
the sadness of realization that the years 
were slipping away fast—that our little 
daughter was soon to become a young lady, 
soon to grow away from us and—one day 
in the not too distant future—to be taken 
out of our home to a life of her own. 

We were proud of the companionship 
we had given our daughter. We had suc- 
cessfully flouted the old rule of “spare the 
rod.” It was always possible to get more 
out of Jill with understanding and friend- 
ship than with the heavy hand. She was a 
logical. reasonable child and obedience 
from her was never a problem with her— 
until those frightening days when Jill fell 
in love with her teacher. 

An exceptionally bright girl. Jill. close 
to the end of her fifteenth year. had en- 
tered high school. And, the very first day, 
her great romance began—its object a 
handsome. youthful English instructor who 
I'll call Clyde Young. 

At first. Jim and I were amused by Jill’s 
loss of her heart. As honest with us as 
ever. she raved to the high heavens that 
Clyde Young was the “perfect man.” 

“Mom. Daddy,” she exclaimed excitedly, 
“He’s a real dreamboat. Not the sickening 
Hollywood fancy-pants dreamboat. He 
looks like a young lord or something out 
of those old English novels. And, gosh, 
what a mind!” 

I looked at my daughter’s glistening eyes 
and a tiny stab went to my heart. Her first 
really serious puppy love, I thought! How 
many more such infatuations would come 
her way before she grew old enough to 
actually know the score? I had no idea 
how serious things were. But when Jill 
came home day after day, filled up with 
talk of Clyde Young; when she began 
neglecting every other class to devote all 
her study time and then some to the poems 
and books of which Clyde Young told the 
class—I began to worry a bit. 


ILL TALKED TO ME exactly as a 
©“ love struck girl would talk to her closest 
girl friend. She reported every uplift of Mr. 
Young’s gorgeous eyebrows. She tried to 
imitate for me his deep, baritone voice. 
She worried and pestered me about differ- 
ent ways of dressing, of arranging her 
hair, of walking down a _ corridor—any- 
thing which might attract some extra at- 
tention for her idol. I felt that the best 


way to handle the situation was not 
make a situation of it. So I went along 
with the program, accepting all her fea, 
and frustrations and confidences with greg 
seriousness and helping her plot to }g 
come more important in the eyes of hel 
“dreamboat.” 

But, after the mid-term, when Jill cay, 
home with a miserable report in every su} 
ject but English, I tried to find a tactfij 
way to halt her overboard concentration 
Clyde Young. 

“This report simply won’t do, honey,”| 
pointed out in a kindly tone. “What do yo 
think HE would think of you. if he kney 
you were doing so badly in math, bio anj 
the rest? From what you've told me ¢ 
Mr. Young, he’s a well-rounded person, 
capable in many other fields beside wha 
he’s teaching. He must be, to be a teacher 
Can’t you manage to spend a little les 
time on English and bring these marks wp, 
darling?” 

She promised and there was an improve. 
ment. But then a calamity occurred. Jil 
came home from school in scalding tear 
one afternoon. Rose Heath, the only gi 
in Jill’s English class who didn’t like my 
daughter had invited Clyde Young to her 
home to have dinner with her parents 
Clyde Young had gone. 

“You should see the way he looks a 
her. Mom.” Jill sobbed unhappily. “Like 
she’s some sort of goddess or something 
And it’s perfectly disgusting the airs she’: 
putting on now about the whole thing 
Claims he told her folks she was the mos 
wonderful girl in the class. And. Mom, he 
—he—he didn’t even look at me during the 
whole period.” 

A warning signal told me that this wa: 
the time to call the foolishness to a halt. 
But in Jill’s hysterical condition, she 
needed my love and patience so badly. 
Secretly. I wondered about the wisdom ani 
taste of a teacher who would show such 
favoritism to one of his students in a city 
as large and cosmopolitan as ours. But! 
assured my daughter that she was ac 
cepting the incident all out of proportion, 
that. after all, maybe it was best that it 
had happened. 

“You know, dear,” I explained gently, 
“T’ve been a little bit concerned about you 
anyhow. Wondering, you know, whether 
you are forgetting that this Mr. Young is 
so much older than you—that you're a fif 
teen year old with plenty of time to meet 
nice boys your own age who can meal 
more to you.” 

I was totally unprepared for the reaction 
my soothing advice brought about. Never 
in her life had Jill said an angry or diste 
spectful word to me. Never had this sunny: 
dispositioned girl shown a display of bad 
temper. 

But now, a new Jill—a flashing-eyed, 
trembling, wholly spiteful Jill whirled o 
me with a frightening fury. 

“What has age got to do with it?” she 
virtually screamed, her words hot and blat 
ingly scornful. “You married Daddy, didn't 
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you? And he’s much older than you. And 
[ intend to marry Clyde. I will. I love 
him from the bottom of my heart and 
lll kill Rose. I'll kill her.” 

I sat, transfixed with horror at the out- 
burst. Then suddenly, unaccountably, Jill 
continued. 

“You leave me alone. You 
alone. I love Clyde. I love him.” 

She ran out of the room, into her own 
bedroom, slammed and locked the door. I 
could hear her pitiful sobbing and heaving 


leave me 


crying. 

I felt inadequate. I was afraid almost to 
move. What had come over my daughter? 
And when had she begun thinking of Mr. 
Young as “Clyde.” All kinds of ugly 
thoughts began running through my mind. 
I'd heard about teachers who took ad- 
vantage of the youth and innocence of 
their students. Could it be possible. . . . ? 

I tried to shake the vicious idea out of 
my brain. After all, I had enough faith 
in Jill to believe she wouldn’t do anything 
extreme without coming to us. It had al- 
ways been like that. But still, the child 
acted in a really peculiar manner. Scream- 
ing at me like that. Taking it so hard that 
her teacher had gone to the home of an- 
other girl for dinner. I was alarmed. But I 
didn’t dare seek the help I wanted to seek. 
I didn’t dare even plant a suspicion in 
Jim’s mind. I knew that Jim, gentle and 
kind Jim, would have killed anyone who 
harmed Jill. Just as surely as his name was 
Jim, he would do it. 

Besides, I was probably seeing shadows 
where no shadows existed. But I resolved 
that I must play a smart game to make 
certain. I must protect my daughter. I 
must break down this sudden, heart-break- 
ing barrier which had been constructed 
between us by her outburst. 

The tension between Jill and me, within 
the next few days, was a terrible, unnatural 
thing. That same day of her outburst, she 
came to me, before her father got home. 
Her eyes were swollen and red. She apolo- 
gized in a husky voice, but somehow, I 


-couldn’t believe she was really sorry. I 


soothed her and tried to make my daughter 
forget what had happened but it was hope- 
less. Jill had become a stranger. From that 
day on, she was a changed girl. She never 
once again mentioned Clyde Young. She 
didn’t laugh and plot and confide any 
more. She was a polite, reserved daughter 
who courteously resisted every skilful effort 
on my part to bring her around to her 


‘normal self. 


Jim noticed the change, too. He noticed. 
without understanding why, that the fun 
and the buddy atmosphere which had knit 
the three of us together was gone from our 
home. He questioned me about it, but I 
was vague and Jim didn’t press the point. 
But I saw the lines of worry etching his 
forehead. 

I prayed each night that this unusual 
state of affairs would pass away. Then, 
without warning, the real blow came. Jill 
didn’t come home from school one after- 


noon. I began to worry about dinner time. 
I began to phone her friends. No one could 
help me. When Jim came in from work, I 
was a desperate woman. Never had Jill 
stayed away from home for hours without 
our knowing where she was. At the back of 
my mind was a horrible suspicion. Either 
she had run away from home or she and 
Clyde Young... . ! I didn’t dare believe it. 

Nine o’clock came. Ten. Eleven. Jim 
insisted now that we phone the police. Just 
as I was ready to give in to this, we heard 
Jiil’s key in the front door. We rushed 
into the hall. She came in with an at- 
tempted nonchalance, greeted us calmly 
and started past us for her room. 

“Darling?” I cried. “Where have you 
been? Why didn’t you call?” 

My daughter looked at me—and with 
that instinct which belongs only to moth- 
ers, I saw a bottomless pain in her eyes. 
Without a word she went into her room 
and closed the door. Jim looked at me, 
shrugged his shoulders as if to say “leave 
her alone.” But Jim didn’t realize, as I 
did, that something awful had happened 
to Jill. 

Jill refused to come out of her room for 
dinner. She resisted every effort at con- 
versation, answering me in monosyllables 
and giving me the same unrevealing air of 
detachment. She went to sieep in her 
clothes—a sleep like a sleep of death. I 
undressed her. Clutched in her hand 
tightly was a silver necklace and on the 
end of the necklace a set of Army dog tags. 
My heart thudded hard as I read on the 
dog tags the name. rank and serial number 
of former Captain Clyde Young. My worst 
suspicions had been confirmed. Jill had 
been with him. A fury beat up within my 
breast. What kind of monster was this 
man? What had he done to my Jill? I'd 
have him hounded out of town. I'd have 
him jailed for tampering with an innocent 
young girl. I, personally, would scratch 
out his eyes, claw his face. I was like a 
wild woman. But, with my temporary in- 
sanity came the craftiness of the insane. 
I had to make sure of what I was doing. 
I had to proceed with care. I mustn’t let 
Jim know a thing yet. Somehow, I felt 
guilty—felt that I had neglected my child 
—failed her—to have allowed her infatua- 
tion for this man to progress to where it 
might have already meant great suffering 
and disgrace for her. My mind was made 
up. That night—right then—I would visit 
Clyde Young. I would find out the truth. 

I had to. 

Luckily, Jim had a lodge meeting that 
next night. He was so upset about Jill that 
it appeared for a while, that he wouldn’t 
go. But I was successful in reassuring him 
that the girl was just undergoing a tem- 
porary emotional strain—really nothing 
serious to worry about. I kept Jill home 
from school that day—and all day long I 
made my plans to get to the bottom of the 
situation. I didn’t say a word to Jill about 
the dog tags. I tried to act as though noth- 
ing had happened. She was quiet and kept 
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to her own room most of the day. 

During the early afternoon, making cer- 
tain that Jill was nowhere in hearing, I 
phoned Jill’s school and asked to speak to 
Mr. Young. I wanted to make arrange- 
ments to see him that evening. I didn’t 
want to talk with him at the school. It was 
against regulations for the office to call 
teachers to the phone, but the clerk politely 
took my name and phone number and 
agreed to have him phone me. Shortly 
after four, the call came in. 

Jill had been accurate in her description 
of Clyde Young’s voice. It was a pleas- 
antly deep, musical voice. I sensed no un- 
easiness in his manner and decided he was 
either pretty brazen or that my suspicions 
had been unfounded. Mr. Young asked for 
Jill. said he had missed her in class. I 
told him she was suffering from a bad 
headache, said that I had something un- 
usual to discuss with him and would like 
to see him that evening—any place at his 
convenience. 

He readily agreed. The unworried, as- 
sured manner which came through to me 
almost made me feel foolish about my 
anxieties. But I still had to know. I pre- 
pared Jim’s dinner and was on pins and 
needles until he left for lodge meeting. 
Explaining to Jill that I had to go out on 
business, I dressed hastily and took a taxi 
to Clyde Young’s house. He lived in a 
neat, brownstone front apartment building. 

I was shocked at the youthful, almost 
hoyish appearance of the tall, athletically- 
built man who stood in the door of the 
apartment to greet me as I went up the 
steps. 

“Mrs. Rawls?” he inquired courteously. 

“Yes.” I answered. “You are Mr. Young, 
aren’t you?” 

“Guilty,” he grinned. For a reason I 
couldn’t understand at the moment, the 
brilliant grin made me quite nervous. 

He ushered me inside. My rapid inspec- 
tion of the rooms revealed my host to me 
as a sensitive, beauty-loving man. There 
were the small disorderlinesses of con- 
firmed bachelorhood, but it was a wonder- 
fully pleasant place. 

We exchanged formalities for a couple 
of minutes and, like someone who plunges 
suddenly into cold water. I realized that I 
was becoming strangely fascinated by 
Clyde Young. His charm and sophistica- 
tion, his courtly manners gave the lie to 
that boyish look. This, I decided, is either 
an extremely dangerous man or—I couldn’t 
analyze the or. I decided to get down to 
business. 

“You know I’m here about Jill,” I began. 

Clyde Young flashed me that pretty 
smile again. It was most disarming. 

“I’m glad you came. I was worried 
about her, too,” he told me. “I suppose 
she’s told you about last night.” 

I gasped. Was he actually preparing to 
admit that he had kept my sixteen-year-old 
daughter out until eleven o’clock? 

“That’s what I want to know about, Mr. 
Young,” I declared stiffly. “Last night.” 
56 


Ce YOUNG BEGAN TALKING 

very earnestly and what he had to say 
was both revealing and convincing. He 
had spent the evening with Jill—but very 
much against his will. Jill had made her- 
self a problem to him. He liked her very 
much. She was one of his favorite stu- 
dents. But he had been disturbed, from 
the beginning of the semester by the in- 
tensity and obviousness of Jill’s crush on 
him. He had dismissed it at first as an 
adolescent whim which would resolve itself. 
But after the incident of his visiting the 
parents of one of Jill’s classmates. things 
had come to a head. The day before, Jill 
had requested permission to speak with 
him after class and had confessed her un- 
dying devotion. Clyde Young had treated 
her in a very adult way. He had suggested 
that they talk things over at a small coffee 
shop down the street from the school. He 
had realized he was taking a chance of 
getting himself and Jill talked about. but 
he had felt it was important to get things 
straightened out. Appealing to Jill’s grown- 
up mind, her English teacher had _at- 
tempted vainly to show her the illogic of 
the whole business. He told her quite 
frankly that there could be nothing like 
romance between a sixteen-year-old stu- 
dent and her teacher and that, while he 
thought her a lovely girl, she was only 
making herself unhappy by dreaming im- 
possible dreams. Jill had refused to see 
the light—had lied to him that she was 
calling home to make an excuse for stay- 
ing out late and had persuaded him to 
take her for a long drive while they dis- 
cussed things. Finally. about nine o’clock, 
Mr. Young said. he had driven her to the 
corner of our street. He was fairly well 
satisfied that Jill was convinced of the 
hopelessness of it all. But. before leaving 
him, Jill had made one dramatic request; 
that he give her as a keepsake. the set of 
army dog-tags which she had seen him 
twirling nervously as he talked. 

I found out afterwards that Jill had 
taken a long. long walk instead of coming 
straight into the house. That was why 
she hadn’t come home until so late at 
night. 

“T think it will all work out.” Clyde 
Young told me. “Your daughter’s a fine 
girl. Just going through a very human and 
very romantic phase.” 

I was thoroughly intrigued by Clyde 
Young. I believed every word he told me. 
He was so sincere and _ straightforward 
about it all. What’s more, I think I was 
beginning to understand why Jill was so 
taken with him. My daughter might have 
had ambitions which were too far-fetched 
for her age. But she had wonderful taste. 

Talking with Clyde Young was like 
being drugged or hypnotized. When we 
had exhausted the subject of Jill and her 
crush, we began talking about other things. 
Music, plays—oh, so many things in which 
I'd always been interested, but which had 
been lacking from my so domestic life for 
so long. 


Before I knew it, the hours had sped 
away. I was amazed to see how late it was 
by my watch. 

“T’ve really got to be going,” I told Cly& 
regretfully. Yes, it had come to that poin; 
—where, aided by a truly miraculous my. 
tual liking and warmth for each other, yw 
were calling each other by first names, 

“I guess we have run our mouths quit 
a bit,” he answered. I felt a heart-racing 
gladness at his obvious reluctance to dis 
continue the conversation. “Jill has a ver 
lovely and wonderful mother.” he added. 

Clyde insisted that I wait for a taxi. He 
phoned the cab company. 

“Here’s hoping we'll see each othe 
again,” he told me in farewell. “And no 
on such a serious subject. But. if I wer 
you, I wouldn’t worry about anything. | 
will all come out fine. I think. between u; 
we can make certain that Jill doesn’t perish 
of a broken heart.” 

He grinned as he made the last state. 
ment. It wasn’t a conceited grin nor ; 
conceited statement, really. All the way 
home in the cab, I reflected on how easil; 
any normal woman—or high school girl— 
could suffer broken heart because of ; 
charming, wonderful-looking man lik: 
Clyde. 

I'll never know what sort of adjustment 
happened in Jill’s life during the next fey 
days. But a week after my visit with Clyd 
—which I kept secret from her and he 
father—I noted happily that my girl wa 
back to her normal self. I didn’t have to 
much time to think about it. though, for! 
had a brand new problem on my hands— 
very disturbing one—even if sweetly dis 
turbing. I could neither get Clyde Youn; 
out of my dreams nor my mind. A sign 
of approaching middle age. I told myseli 
The very idea of my even dreaming of amy 
sort of relationship between Clyde an’ 
me was as fantastic as my daughter’s cru! 
on him had been—only more so. It wa 
downright immoral the way I thougt 
about those beautiful shoulders. the long 
fluid body, the fine eyes and capable hané: 

The more I told myself how silly wer 
these notions, the more persistent becam: 
Clyde’s influence on my thinking, my sub 
conscious dream self. Soon, I had to admi 
that what I wanted most was to see hin 
again, to talk with him. Had I seen in hi 
eyes a flickering interest in me, an answ! 
to my own feelings? Soon, I even forg 
to condemn myself for this adolescent b 
havior. I began to plot and plan. I ha! 
to see Clyde Young. .I had to prove to m 
self that I wasn’t in love with this man wit 
whom I'd spent three hours of my life. 

Then my opportunity came. I saw. bi 
the papers. that Clyde was interested in! 
newly-forming chapter of the Parett 





Teachers’ Association. A meeting and % 
cial was to be held the following da 
There was no question in my mind. I mi 
g0. 
“Jill has lovely and wonderful mothet. 
Clyde had said. Everything that a womé 
can do to appear lovely, I did. I made: 
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appointment with my hairdresser. I 
splurged on a smart new knitted suit. Look- 
ing at myself in the mirror, as I was ready 
to leave, I knew that I had recaptured a 
dash and charm which I hadn’t bothered to 
try to affect for some time. I felt a bit 
guilty when Jill, looking up from her 
studies as I passed her room, called out: 

“Gosh, mom. Are you ever sharp.” 

I hope he thinks so, I told myself as I 
hurried out of the house. I hope Clyde 
thinks so. 

Clyde did think so. Clyde’s eyes lighted 
with a flattering welcome as I entered the 
I caught 


meeting. Throughout the session. 
his eyes several times—as he caught mine. 


My heart was pounding furiously just from 
being in the same room with him. I knew 
now. I knew the awful truth. I was in love 
with my daughter’s teacher. 

Every so often in life, to an individual, 
comes a crisis when all the world of logic 
and reason and morality becomes screwy— 
when there is but one compelling goal in 
view and one is willing, yes anxious, to 
tumble overboard every principle, every 
rule which has guided one for years. Three 
weeks before that night of the PTA meet- 
ing. I would have been furious at anyone 
who could suggest that I would be willing 
to forget my marriage vows, to so disre- 
spect my own child as to entertain yearn- 
ings for anyone beside Jim. But now, all 
that was changed. I knew now that I had 
to have Clyde Young. be held in his 
arms. to hear that enchanting voice speak- 
ing low in my ear. I hadn’t the slightest 
doubt that he cared for me as I did for 
him. He had to. He had to. 

When the meeting was Clyde 
made a beeline for me. told me happily 
how glad he was to see me again, asked if 
he could drive me home. 

On the way, I hinted that I’d be de- 
lighted to stop off for a cup of coffee. We 
pulled up in front of a small shop, went 
in and ordered our coffee and began talk- 
ing as though this were the same conver- 
sation we had ended once at his apartment. 

We must have stayed in the shop an 
hour, ignoring the poisonous glances of the 
waitress who couldn’t even attract our at- 
tention to order more coffee. 

Clyde’s company was as delightful as 
before. Only, I experienced the worst sort 
of frustration. I wanted to shout, to scream 
at him. I wanted to tell him to stop dis- 
cussing trivial things. to confess my love 
for him, to demand that he confess that he 
loved me in return. I was nervous and dis- 
traught as we neared my home. This 
would be my last opportunity—aunless. . . . 

We turned into my street. Clyde pulled 
up in front of the door. 

“Clyde,” I ventured as he began to tell 
me good night. “There’s something I must 
talk over with you. No. not here or now. 
But as soon as possible. It’s terribly vital 
and I must see you as soon as you can 
allow it.” 

“Jill again?” He turned to me anxiously. 
I forced myself to believe that he knew it 
wasn’t Jill. 


over 


“T can’t tell you now,” I answered. I 
faltered, then plunged. “I'd like to come to 
see you again—for another talk.” 

He looked at me intently for a few 
seconds. I was desperate for his reply. 

“All right,” he agreed. “How’s tomor- 
row night at eight? I'll give you a drink.” 

I was like a teen-ager going on her first 
date the next night. I had thrown all cau- 
tion to the winds. Tonight, I would live 
again. How could I have believed I loved 
Jim? This was true love, exciting, frighten- 
ing. dangerous. 

Clyde’s apartment had the party look 
that night. There were no signs of the dis- 
order I had noticed before. I realized ex- 
ultantly that he had probably come right 
home from school and a thorough 
housecleaning job in honor of our appoint- 
ment. The living room was lovely with an 
artificial gas fireplace throwing its flicker- 
ing lights about. decanter of Scotch. 
glasses and snacks looked attractive on an 
end table before the divan. 

I was nervous as we chatted about un- 
important things. Then, I let all barriers 
down. Clyde was sitting across the room 
from me. 

“Why not sit over here with me?” I sug- 
gested. 

He regarded 
over and sat next to me. 

“T’m very curious about what you have 
to tell me,” he said. 

My nerve nearly broke. Then, in an in- 
stant. I did something I never dreamed I'd 
do. Turning to him. I flung my arms about 
his neck, brought his face to mine and 
kissed him with all the repressed passion 
I'd been feeling for days. I trembled with 
a delightful ecstasy as his arms went about 
me. tightening, drawing me closer, closer. 
I closed my The music swarmed 
about us in that lovely room. Clyde’s lips 
were hard on mine. His breath was coming 
The whole world swam 
waves. 


done 


me curiously, then came 


eves. 


short and frantic. 
in delicious, dizzy 

“T want you so much, 
ling.” I whispered in his ear. 

It was all I had to say. 

That’s the way it began—my affair with 
Clyde. It continued with rendezvous two 
and three times a week. I was wildly, de- 
liriously in love with Clyde and, if his love 
was less than mine, my terribly intense 
emotion swept him up and carried him 
along. This. after all, was what I had been 
lacking in life, I told myself. The fire of 
youthful love that Clyde had to offer, not 
the plodding devotion of Jim. I almost hated 
Jim these days. Hated him because I felt 
so guilty when he took me in his arms. 
Hated him because I had sunk so far into 
my love for Clyde that I believed I was 
being unfaithful to my lover when in the 
arms of my husband. 


so much, my dar- 


SUPPOSE THE AFFAIR could have 
gone on and on—stealthily and under- 
cover. But like many a woman in love, I 
became dissatisfied after I had achieved 
the goal I sought. I wanted Clyde exclu- 
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sively. I wanted to leave Jim and go away 
with Clyde—anywhere, just to be with him. 

Clyde argued against this. He was a con- 
firmed bachelor—somewhat afraid of en- 
tirely giving up his freedom, I suppose. 
Actually. I was too blind to see that his 
affair with me was just that—an affair; 
that he was not serious about it as I was. 
A year went by. I was more and more in 
love with Clyde with each passing day. But 
I was also more and more disturbed at the 
lies that must be told. the pretenses I must 
make to keep Jim from knowing. I would 
have confessed to Jim in a minute if Clyde 
had agreed that I should and that he would 
marry me if I got a divorce—or even leave 
town with me to seek a new life. 

Finally. I got so desperate that I made 
a reckless decision. I would tell Jim the 
whole story. Then Clyde would have to go 
along with the program. I knew he wasn’t 
the type to let me down. 

Time and again. I tried to break the 
news to Jim. But each time, I got cold 
feet. Not that I was afraid. Understand- 
ing, gentle Jim would never do anything to 
hurt me—regardless of my sin. But it was 
this very realization of Jim’s gentleness 
and love for me which made it so difficult 
to hurt him. 

Ironically enough, the occasion of our 
eighteenth anniversary became the date 
when I finally confessed. 

We had given our usual small party for 
our friends—a party which took place every 
year. Only this year. I had been miserable 
throughout the whole affair. I was affected 
by the hypocrisy of trying to play the part 
of gay hostess and happily married wife— 
when all the time I was thinking of Clyde, 
wondering where he was, what he was 
doing. 

Maybe. believing it would help me to 
forget. I had indulged pretty freely in 
Scotch and sodas that night. When the 
last guest had left, Jim came to put his 
arms about me. 

“T love you eighteen times as much as 
the first year. dear,” he said. 

It was more than I could stand. I began 
to cry and, before I could help myself, I’d 
sobbed out the whole miserable story of my 
unfaithfulness. 

I couldn’t face Jim after I’d finished 
telling him. I stood with my back to him, 
but I could feel the tragedy of his silence. 
Then I heard his heartbroken words. 

“I didn’t want to believe it, darling,” he 
was telling me. “But I felt that something 
had happened to our marriage. I had no 
evidence, no proof. I just felt it. I guess 
what you want is a divorce. All right. 
What about Jill? Can we keep this from 
her, some way?” 

We talked things over, deep into the 
night. Even though Jim’s sorrow and the 
thought of Jill—then a sophomore in col- 
lege—pained deeply, the greatest 
thought in my mind was that I would be 
I could have Clyde and really be 
happy. My selfish desire was the most im- 


me 


free, 


co 
JO 


portant thing. We agreed that we would 
grant Jill’s wish—which we had once 
denied—to go away to college in the 
South. That way, we would cover up things 
for a while. I told Jim that I wanted to 
leave as soon as possible. He agreed. He 
agreed to everything I asked. 

Clyde was quite disturbed when I told 
him what had happened. But. as I had 
predicted, he was willing to go through 
with the plan. Jill went happily off to 
college. Life between Jim and me had 
been so tragically hopeless since my con- 
fession that Jim didn’t even seem to mind 
my not staying with him until we could 
get the divorce going. I left him, moved in 
with Clyde and knew happiness until that 
Gav... 

The day that I filed papers for divorce 
from Jim (that was the way he wanted it) 
I came home to find Clyde standing in the 
middle of the living room floor, deep in 
thought, his hands plunged into his 
trousers pockets. 

I kissed him and asked what was dis- 
turbing him. Wordlessly. he produced a 
letter from his pocket. My eyes grew wide. 
It was a letter from Jill. I recognized her 
handwriting immediately. It was addressed 
to Clyde. 

Rapidly. my eyes scanned the words. Jill 
knew that I had left Jim. She had known 
it ever since the night I confessed to my 
husband. That night. Jill had tiptoed down- 
stairs. after the party—tiptoed downstairs 
to tell Jim and I how much she loved us 
and how grateful she was for our love. On 
the steps she had heard me crying. heard 
my confession and Jim’s reply. Jill’s letter 
wasn’t angry or hurt or accusing. It was 


simple, from her heart and full of all the 
wisdom of all the love of all the ages. 

“T can’t blame my dearest mother for 
loving you,” she had written. “I used to 
love you myself—even though you thought 
it was a childish thing. You were wrong 
I loved you with all my heart. But I learne; 
something which I'll never forget. Even if 
you had wanted me, it wouldn’t have been 
right. And to be in love and to be right 
is better than to be in love and to do things 
which will make you sad and unhappy 
later. I weighed my love for you, Clyde, 
against the love and respect of my parents 
and I knew I had to give you up. I pray 
every night that Mom will do as I did— 
weigh her feeling for you against all that 
Dad has given her—his life, his devotion, 
his faith and love. As long as she does this 
honestly, whatever she decided is what she 
ought to do. If you like, you can show her 
this letter. ... 

My eyes glistening with tears, I looked 
at Clyde. We didn’t have to say a word, 
We knew it was all over between us. Not 
that we didn’t care for each other any 
more. Not that we wouldn’t miss each 
other and perhaps wish for each other 
again. But the truth was there to be faced 
—and a wonderful seventeen-year-old had 
shown us the way of wisdom. 

I picked up the telephone and dialed a 
familiar number. 

“Jim,” I said. “I want to come home.” 

I’ve never regretted coming home to the 
warmth and love and devotion of Jim—and 
I’ve never stopped thanking God for a 
precious girl who helped her mother find 
the way out of unspeakable sin up to the 
clear sunlight of genuine love. THE END 





Runaway Heart 


(Continued from Page 24) 
J f=) 


wasn’t singing. I agreed, almost too 
dazzled to breathe. But when I drifted 
home on my pink cloud and told my folk, 
they put an end to that! “Why, he’s a 
complete stranger,” Mama said, shocked. 
**And that’s no place for a child like you.” 
And Dad added with a snort, “Tell him to 
stop robbing the cradle, Janie.” 

So that was where I made my first mis- 
take—I started making up excuses and 
sneaking out so that I could go riding with 
Glenn up in the hills to the east of us. 
We were always careful not to be seen by 
anyone who knew me, and actually it 
added to the thrill to know that my par- 
ents didn’t know. 

One thing about those mountain roads 
through the thick trees and foliage—there 
were plenty of beautiful parking spots. 
And Glenn wasn’t one to pass them up 
unused. He’d park under the overhang- 
ing branches. and then he’d slide one arm 
around me and the other hand would cup 
my chin and tilt my face up for his kisses. 
My whole body was one shimmering flame 
of hunger and response. Passion, sure, but 
I didn’t know that then. I thought it was 
love. 


Of course the day came when he 
couldn’t be put off any longer. “I’m a 
man, Janie, with all a man’s needs and 
hungers. Be good to me, baby! You 
won’t be sorry—” 

I guess a faint remnant of conscience 
still was in there working away, for I held 
back a little, even then, even wanting him 
like crazy the way I did. “We—we 
oughtn’t to do it—like this,” I whispered, 
praying he would «say something about 
getting married first. Of course, I knew 
how ambitious he was—and how demand: 
ing show business was. He’d told me all 
that... I figured I could be a help to 
him, though, if he’d give me the chance. 

But Glenn was smart. He didn’t say 4 
word. He just went on kissing me until 
I couldn’t have said no if my life depent- 
ed on it. As it very nearly did, only | 
couldn’t have known that then. 

So that was when I made my second 
mistake, the big. serious one. And after 
that first time, there was no going back. 
Not that I really wanted to. But still, al 
ways there was that little nagging guilt in 
the very back of my mind. Yes, and fear. 


too! 
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I'd been running around with Glenn like 
that for over three months when I knew I 
was pregnant. It was funny how I felt, 
scared yet with a little secret feeling of 
gladness, too. Dummy that I was, I figured 
this was the very thing to push Glenn into 
marriage. And why not, I thought—loving 
each other the way we did. What if some 
people would think I was too young. / 
knew I wasn’t. 

So the very next day I told him, quite 
calmly, that we had a baby coming and 
had better get married quick. 

“Married.” he repeated incredulously. 
“Why, Janie, I’ve already got a wife and 
two kids in Philly!” 

Once the projector at our movie house 
broke down in the middle of a movie and 
the picture froze right where it was. That 
was how I felt then, sitting beside Glenn 
in his blue convertible. My mind simply 
refused to take it in. Glenn’s next words 
reached me from a long way off, a million 
miles away. 

“Maybe you’re mistaken, kid. It wouldn’t 
be the first time a girl made a mistake 
like that.” 

I shook my head slowly. “No, 
I've waited long enough.” The 
was wearing off, and fear, 
awful, was taking over. 

After a while I realized Glenn was 
speaking. his voice brisk and reassuring. 
“After all, it isn’t the end of the world, 
you know. Happens every day! Don’t 
worry, Janie, I'll take care of everything.” 

I looked at him, trying to understand, 
but my mind seemed not to be working 
right. “Take care of everything? But you 
just said—” 

“A doctor, 
tried to take 


I’m sure. 
numbness 
black and 


stupid!” His teasing smile 
the sting out of his words. 


“Surely even you must know what girls 
do when they get caught like this.” 
My hands flew to my throat. “But, 


whispered, 
Besides it’s 


Glenn, that’s murder!” I 
shocked. “I couldn’t do that. 
dangerous—” 

Like a Hallowe’en mask snatched away, 
the easy good nature left his face, leaving 
in its place the face of a stranger—a 
stranger who didn’t care what happened 
to me, so long as he saved his own skin. 
“You want your folk to know, maybe? 
Or is this a slick little blackmail scheme? 
Because if it is, baby, let me tell you, I’ve 
had them try that before—” 

I drew back as far from him in my cor- 
ner of the seat as I could. His words, and 
all they implied, filled me with self- 
loathing and terror. I’ve had them try that 
... Why, then I’d been just another af- 
fair, one of dozens perhaps. For the first 
time the full, hideous realization of the 
fix I was in struck me. I was pregnant, 
and he couldn’t marry me if he wanted to 


—which he didn’t, because he didn’t love 


me, never had loved me, not ever! Not 
even while we were—And what had he 
said about my folk? Why, Dad would 
kill Glenn. And Mom—I couldn’t even 


think about her. “No, oh no!” I sobbed. 


“No one must know, ever.” 

“Well then!” Relieved, Glenn relaxed 
and smiled at me again, and the mask slid 
back into place. But it was too late. 
already knew what he was. And what that 
made me! 

It sounded so simple, the way Glenn said 
it. “I'll just ditch my calls for today and 
run you up into Los Angeles—there’s a 
Doc there I know who’ll do it, and we’ll be 
back in time to keep your folk from getting 
suspicious.” 

I felt like I was drowning in a horrible 
swamp of fear and pressure. Some 
even Glenn’s way, I had to 
And when I did, I told my- 
self, I'd never tell anybody—never! And 
after a while it would scem unreal, as if it 
never happened. That was when I began 
futile trying to run away 


black 
way, any way, 
get out of it. 


the endless. 


Glenn did take care of everything, just 
like he said. First, he took me to be 


checked by another doctor, just to be sure. 
Then he drove me to the grubby little of- 
fice on the back street, where the “doctor” 
in his dirty coat greeted him like a friend 
of long standing—while what self-respect 
I had left curled up and died in the real- 
how many girls he must have 
like this. A sheaf of bills 
changed hands, and the woman he called 
his nurse took me. I hardly 
needed the sedative shot she gave me. I 
was practically in a coma with terror and 


ization of 
brought here 


charge of 


shame. But I had to get out of it. I had 
to! The words were going around and 
around in my consciousness when I 


climbed out of the sea of agony with the 
realization that it done, I wasn’t 
pregnant anymore. 


was 


N THE WAY HOME I listened numbly 

while Glenn helped me fix up all the 
alibis, coached me in the lies I told my 
folk. He brought me to the corner just 
a few steps from my house and let me out 
of the car with a careless wave. I didn’t 
bother to say good-bye. 

“T guess you know you're a lucky little 
kid,” he said. And underneath my shame 
and self-loathing I supposed he was right. 
Lots of fellows would probably have just 
faded out, left me to face it alone. Glenn 
had taken care of everything. 

Even the “doctor” he had taken me to, 
grubby as he was, must have known his 
job. Physically there were no ill effects. 
Not unless you counted the dream 

It had started the first night after I had 
the In the hideous nightmare I 
was in a huge room, filled with beautiful 
babies wrapped in pink and blue blankets. 
They’d begin to cry, and Id start to pick 
but one by as I touched 
I’d wake up in a cold 
It was just the 
h, I told my- 
after 


abortion. 


them up, one, 
them, they died .. . 
tears strangling me. 
horror of what I went throug 
self, sobbing. It 
while ... 
But it didn’t. 

go to sleep at night, 
I closed my eyes the dream would 


sweat, 


would go 


away, 


It got so I hardly dared 
because I knew the 
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start again. I began to lose weight, and in 
spite of myself, I grew snappish and 
cranky. Poor Mama, she couldn’t figure 
out what was wrong with me. She wanted 
me to go to the doctor for a check-up, but 
when she saw how the idea upset me she 
gave it up. 

“She’s just growing fast,” Dad said 
comfortably. “Our Janie’ll be all right. 
Don’t fuss so, Mama.” 

I’ll never know how I got through that 
last year at school. Right after graduation 
I left. I was still running away—TI still 
thought you could. I thought if I went to 
some faraway city where I could make new 
friends, I’d be able to forget. 

I decided on nursing. I guess you can 
understand why I liked the idea of help- 
ing to save lives. I guess I thought it 
would help rub out my guilt. Mama and 
Dad approved my decision, though they 
couldn’t understand why I insisted on 
picking a hospital clear across the country 
from home. But they agreed when they 
saw I insisted, though I knew Mama was 
eae 

For a while I thought I’d found release. 
I'd been in training three months when 
my supervisor told me _ approvingly, 
“You’re a born nurse, Miss Thurman. 
We're expecting a lot from you!” How my 
heart sang at her words. I loved nursing, 
and what was even more wonderful, I was 
beginning to forget. It had been weeks 
since I’d had the dream, and whole days 
would go by without my even thinking of 
the baby that might have been mine. 

I still thought I could just duck out on 
my sin that way. But one day I found this 
wasn’t the: way. 

The first three months had been spent 
mostly in class work, with a little time in 
the charity ward under strict supervision. 
But at the end of that period we were as- 
signed to regular floor work—and I was 
sent to the obstetrical floor where all the 
new mothers and babies were. And that 
did it! 

That first morning I was supposed to 
bring a baby to his mother at feeding time. 
But as I bent to pick up the tiny, pink- 
wrapped bundle it was as if a hand 
crabbed my heart and twisted it. A mist 
swam around me—and I was in the big 
room again, full of babies, and as I 
touched them they died. I grabbed at the 
wall for support, and was only vaguely 
iware of a couple of other nurses taking 
me out of the nursery, helping me into 
the lounge. 

Of course no one guessed what was 
wrong. They thought I’d just been work- 
ing too hard, and they gave me the day 
off. One of the staff doctors gave me a 
sedative, and I went to my room in the 
nurses’ home, wishing only that I could 
go to sleep and never, never wake up 
again. 

Well, I went to sleep all right. But it 
was like stepping back into the past I had 
thought was gone—for the minute I dozed 
off the dream was there again, the same 
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old dream, the same sweet little babies, 
and I was killing them, one by one.. . 

So I kept running. I quit training and 
enrolled in a secretarial school. I figured 
if I could avoid babies, it would be all 
right. I even got me an apartment in a 
building where they had a rule against 
children. When I finished the course I 
found a good job as stenographer in an 
aircraft plant. And once more I began to 
find some peace of mind, a little forget- 
ting. I was one of about twenty girls in a 
stenographic pool, and soon I made several 
friends among the girls. The work was 
varied and interesting. I was young and 
healthy and reasonably nice looking. I 
began to accept invitations from some of 
the girls to go out on double dates— 
nothing serious ever, but it seemed won- 
derful to be able to laugh and dance and 
associate with normal, carefree young 
people. 

Those days it was only occasional 
glimpses of other babies that stirred it all 
up, made me remember—and_ wonder. 
Would it have been a little girl? With 
black curls and long lashes? Or had it 
been a boy—that baby I killed—an imp- 
ish, lovable little fellow? But those times 
didn’t happen often. I’d learned to keep 
clear of them, and, fool that I was, I 
really thought I was beginning to get rid 
of the haunting ghosts .. . 

And then I met Tony Duvall! 

Tony was a supervisor in another section 
of the plant, and when he called for a 
stenographer one day I was sent out of the 
pool. I walked down the long corridor to 
his office and tapped on the door, and 
when he called, “Come in,” I went in and 
seated myself in the chair by his desk, my 
pencil and notebook ready. He was busy 
with some papers on his desk, but finally 
he looked up at me. And as our eyes met 
I knew, with that inward knowing all girls 
have, that something sweet and wonderful 
had come into my life. 

I’ve wondered since what it was that 
made Tony seem so special always, even 
that first minute. It wasn’t just that he 
was young—twenty-six, I found out later 
—or that even seated you could tell he was 
tall and slender and full of a rushing 
masculine vitality. It wasn’t just that his 
hair was thick and crisply curly, or the 
way his deeply-set soft eyes looked at you 
with alertness and confidence. It wasn’t 
really those things—it was just Tony. 

Our conversation that day was ordinary 
enough, yet the very air around us seemed 
charged with something special. 

“Ready?” he asked. And when I 
nodded he began to dictate, letters, memos, 
ordinary things. When he was finished, he 
came around the desk, looking at me in- 
tently over the cigarette he was lighting. 
“I'd like to ask for you again. What’s 
your name?” 

I had to steady my voice before I could 
tell him. Inside of me there was a high, 
sweet singing, and my heart was beating 
too fast. 


He asked for me several times in the 
next couple of weeks. And each time I 
felt that lovely something in the air be- 
tween us. Then one night I stayed late to 
finish some reports he needed for the next 
day. When we were finished and I got 
up to gather my things to go home, he 
said, grinning, “Please don’t think I’m 
trying to pull the old routine, but won’t 
you let me buy your dinner tonight? I’m 
just not in the mood for a solitary meal.” 

I don’t know why it hadn’t occurred to 
me before that he might be married, but 
it hadn’t. Then, all of a sudden it hit me 
that he might have a wife and six kids! 
It seemed all at once dreadfully important 
that I know, and, without thinking, I 
blurted out, “Won’t your wife be expect- 
ing you?” 

For a second he looked angry—as if he 
was annoyed I would think him that sort 
of man. Then he softened, and he said 
briefly, “My wife has been dead for two 
years. I thought you knew.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said quickly. “No, I 
didn’t know. Of course, I'll have dinner 
with you.” 

That was the beginning. By the time we 
had finished dinner that night in the small, 
quiet restaurant he chose, I knew Tony 
felt that special something between us, too. 
We began going out two or three times a 
week, and very soon I knew it was love. 
Real love this time. And I knew Tony 
was a different breed of man from Glenn. 
Marriage to a man like Tony would be the 
beginning of a wonderful new life, I 
thought. A brand new start! I didn’t once 
think Tony might be entitled to know 
about me. For how could I have a new 
start, how could I ever hope to escape the 
nagging memories if I dragged them into 
my new life? Besides, I was a different 
girl now—it was the me now that Tony 
loved. That other had nothing to do with 
him. . 

There was a proposal in Tony’s eyes and 
in his kiss the night he said I’d have to 
meet his family. We’d been to a movie, a 
quiet, romantic musical. The spell of it 
was still on us when Tony braked his car 
in front of my apartment. He turned to 
me, and for once the sadness that seemed 
to be in the back of his eyes so much of 
the time was missing. His strong arms 
went around me, and he laid his cheek on 
my hair. 

“T have a very special person I want 
you to meet,” he said softly. He wanted 
me to have dinner at his place the next 
night. 

I was so happy for just a little while. 
It was real, it was happening. When a fel- 
low wanted you to meet his family, he 
meant business . . . But it was like every- 
thing else had been, promising so much— 
then something spoiling it. 

I didn’t see Tony at work that next dey. 
And by evening when he picked me up I 
was nervous and jittery. Maybe it was a 
premonition. Maybe Tony felt it, too. 
We were both unusually quiet as we drove 
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across town and stopped before a small, 
homey bungalow in a quiet neighborhood. 

Then it happened. The front door 
swung open. and a tiny figure came run- 
ning down the path toward us. I felt my- 
self draw into a tight knot, and a low cry 
escaped my tortured lips. For the little 
girl was so clearly Tony’s daughter that I 
didn’t need to hear her “Daddy-man! 
Dinner!” to tell me. 

Tony jumped out of the car and scooped 
her up in his arms and kissed her. Then 
he brought her over to me, where J still 
sat crumpled in a corner of the seat. 

“Janie. meet my family. This is my very 
special girl, my Darleen. This is Janie, 
darling.” His words were casual enough, 
but I could tell by the way his eyes 
searched mine that he had heard my cry 
and that it had hurt deeply. 

“Hi. Janie.” she said shyly. Her head 
was tucked against Tony’s neck, her arms 
clutched him tightly. It was easy to see 
that these two meant a lot to each other. 

I drew a deep breath and forced a 
bright smile to my lips. “Hi, Darleen,” I 
said with forced friendliness. “So you’re 
Daddy's family? I’d expected to meet a 
slightly older lady,” I added. looking at 
Tony with a plea for understanding. 

I could see him grab at it. “Oh, Janie, 
I’m so dumb. Me and my surprises!” He 
set Darleen down and opened the car door, 
helping me out. Darleen pranced ahead 
of us up the walk to the house where an 
older woman waited smilingly. She was 
his housekeeper, Mrs. Bristol, 
had dinner ready. 


and she 


‘LL NEVER FORGET that evening. 
Darleen ate dinner with us, and she 


watched me with her big, grave eyes, so 
like Tony’s. until I thought I would choke. 
Tony told me she was four, and I thought 
with a dagger-thrust of pain, just the age 
mine would have been! Panic whirled 
through me. It had been months since I’d 
been tortured by memories. I thought I 
had almost put them behind me. Yet here 
it was. all the old torment, the old suffer- 
ing. pouring its stinging poison into my 
heart again. 

All that evening I was so plunged into 
misery again that I only half heard what 
Tony said. Darleen, with a child’s sure 
instinct. saw straight through my lame ef- 
forts to be friendly with her. She an- 
swered the few remarks I forced out of 
myself with a brief yes or no. And the 
minute she was excused from the table she 
disappeared into the kitchen. Tony looked 
after her with a puzzled expression, then 
thoughtfully back at me. 

But he let it go at that. We had coffee 
alone in the den. and Tony put on a stack 
But the 
evening was spoiled, and we both knew it. 
It was still early when I pleaded a head- 
ache, but he took me without a 
protest. 

At my door he looked at me and said, 
“What did you think of my family?” He 


of records. And later we danced. 


home 


tried to sound casual, but the strain in his | 


voice told me how important it was to him. 

If only I had been honest then! But | 
running away from unpleasant things had | 
got to be a habit. So I said evasively, 
“She’s a beautiful child, Tony. You must 
be very proud of her.” 

“T am. She—she’s everything I have. 
Oh, Janie!” His arms close 
then, and his lips found mine in a tumul- 
I could no 


swept me 


tuous kiss, eager and sweet. 
more have held back my response than I 
could have stopped breathing. 

“Janie, I love you.” Four simple words, 
but they tore my heart to shreds. “Will 
you marry me, darling?” 

Oh, how I But there was 
Darlene. She was never going to let me 
forget—she was spoiling everything. I 
should have said no. I should have 
stopped it right there. But my coward 
“It’s too soon,” I 


wanted to. 





heart wouldn’t let me. 
whispered. 

He squeezed my 
darling.” 

I don’t know what I hoped for. Nothing, 
I guess. I just couldn’t let it go. Maybe 
I thought I'd just take the little time I 
could have—before Tony realized I wasn’t 
going to marry him. 

When we were alone, heaven drifted 
around me. Those were the times I was 
hanging onto as long as I could. But the 
other times when Tony would bring Dar- 


hand. “I'll wait, 


lene along to go to a movie or for dinner 
grew worse and worse. She was a living, 
breathing reminder of my guilt, a con- 
stant image of all I had lost. After each 
time with her, the dream would be back to 
plague me. plunging me into a bottomless 
swamp of remorse and futile regrets. In 
those bitter, lonely hours of the night I’d 
begin picturing the way it might have 
been. My baby would have been about as 
tall as Darlene now. Perhaps it was be- 
cause of Darlene that I seemed to see my 
dead child as a wee daughter, with a but- 
ton nose and big velvet eyes .. . 

So finally in the end I began running 
again. From Tony! It began—and ended 
—the September Saturday we’d planned 
the picnic at the lake. Or rather Tony 
had! It meant Darlene, of course, so I’d 
tried to get out of it—on the grounds | 
couldn’t swim a stroke. But it didn’t work. 
Tony only said fine, he’d teach me, too, 
along with Darlene . . . And in the run- 
ning away that time it was far worse than 
in the dream—that time it was Darlene I 
almost killed! 

It was a warm, wonderful, almost fall 
day. Tony came early, Darlene capering 
happily beside him until she saw me. 
Then she suddenly became stiff and dis- 
My heart contracted, as it always 
She might have been 


tant. 
did, watching her. 
mine. But she wasn’t! 
dead before it lived, because I'd killed it. 

Tony had spoken of the lake before, but 


Mine was dead— 





first time we’d come. The} 


summer people were mostly gone, and. | 


this was the 


except for a couple of fishermen, we found | 









OR YOUR MONEY 
BACK 


INCHES 
OFF YOUR WAIST 
Vital Back Support 


Never before such figure magic! 
Slim-A-Waist molds your problems 
eway. Inches gone from the w 
flat, youthful tummy, postu 
beck straight, chest high for 
youthful ‘‘taller and slimmer look * 
oll this with complete freedom, 
comfort ond assuronce of smooth 
curved lines to glomorize oll your 
clothes. 

“CUSTOM-MADE” FIT 
Slim-A-Woist goes on in o jiffy=no 
tugging ond struggling, then o gen- » 
tle adjustment of the tobs ond presto - 
<ONE, TWO, up to FIVE INCHES 
OFF your waist. Smooths your hip- 
line, too. 

Mode of fine long-wearing broad- 
cloth gently boned with P 
gliding bock and elastic Vv" inserts 
thet breathe with you. 4 long-length 
adjustable garters. 
10 Day FREE Trial 

Order today at our risk. Wear it lo 
doys free. If not delighted return for 
refund. 
Waist 24 to 35.....only.. $3.98 
Woist 36 to 44......$4.98 

§0c extra for the 4 

extra-length detachable 

and adjustable garters 

=e oe oe oe ow oo 

$. 3. Wegman Co., Dept. 889-S Lynbrook, N. ¥. 


Rush my new 3-in-) Slim-A-Woist, of once. If | om not 
] é Sf it ofter 10 doy FREE trict for prompt | 








@ streamlined 
waistline 

@ flatten tummy 

@ vital bock support 

@ concealed boning 

@ front closing 


























BO. ee seeeeees+Woist size in inches. 1 
Also send...... . Sets of extra-length detachable 
and adjustable garters at only S0c for:set of four. | 
C Send €.0.D. 1 will pey postman on delivery plus © few 
cents postage. 
CO I enclose poyment. The $. J. Wegman Compony will pay ] 





postage. Same money beck guarantee. 

eo peeeensekbeuenétes Soneree pesacené 

ADDRESS... peaeenesheceneoeonvons ° eocese 
Gas que Gums came oman cams cas eas cm a Go 


ol 

















ourselves alone. We spent the morning 
playing in the shallow water and digging 
in the sand, like kids. Tony gave us a few 
lessons and then swam out to a raft where 
he sunned himself for a while. Darlene 
had started a sand castle, but when it was 
almost finished it crumbled at the base, 
leaving nothing but a heap of sand. She 
laughed, but I felt more like crying. It 
was too much like my life to be funny. 

When Tony came back, we had lunch on 
a table under a tall pine tree. Then Tony 
spread a blanket in the shelter of a nearby 
bush and Darlene curled up like a kitten 
for her nap while I cleared the table and 
packed away the picnic things. Tony lit 
his pipe and sat down under a nearby tree, 
his back propped against it, smoking and 
watching me silently. 

I dawdled as long as possible, somehow 
knowing this was it, that I wasn’t going 
to be able to string it along any longer. 
I was about to have to run again. Finally 
the hamper was packed and the last crumb 
disposed of. Immediately Tony got to his 
feet. He came over and took my arm and 
headed me over to a shaded area where 
we could still see Darlene, but far 
enough away that our voices wouldn’t 
waken her. He stopped under the shade 
of a tall, spreading pine and took me in 
his arms. 

“Janie—I can’t wait any longer,” he 
urged softly. “You must know by now that 
you love me, too.” His eyes looked down 
into mine with a hunger and pleading that 
tore me apart. It was as if for that long 
moment, even eternity paused. Everything 
around us seemed sharply etched—the 
warmth of the pine-sweetened air, the 
dream-filled silence, the slippery blanket 
of pine needles under our feet. And this 
was the end of the line for me—because of 
Darlene. 

I couldn’t stand it. I pulled away from 
his arms, ducking my head so he wouldn’t 
see the tears that sprang to my eyes. 

“It’s Darlene, isn’t it?” His voice was 
bitter. “Everything was fine until you 
found I had a child. I saw it in your face 
that first time—” He grabbed my shoul- 
ders, forcing me to look at him. His eyes 
were deep pools of hurt and anger. “Say 
it, why don’t you? Say you hate my kid! 
Chen maybe I can get you out of my blood 

a girl so small she can’t love a dead 
woman’s child!” 

[ opened my mouth to deny it—and then 
[ realized that this was the way it had to 
be. What other reason could I give him? 
Certainly I couldn’t tell him I couldn’t 
stand the sight of any child—because I’d 
killed my own. 

But before I could say anything at all, 
we heard Darlene begin to whimper. 
lony’s voice had awakened her. He got 
to his feet, but instead of going to her, he 
strode over to the table, picked up the 
hamper, and headed for the parking lot 
near the road. Darlene started to follow 
him, but he told her sharply to wait. She 
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paused, in hurt silence, then she glanced 
at me and turned away, her baby lips 
quivering. 

And all the while I stood there, helpless, 
wondering if there was ever going to be 
any place or any time where I could find 
peace. I sank to the ground and buried 
my face in my hands, letting the tears 
come. I don’t know how long I sat that 
way, lost in my grief—a few minutes, a 
lifetime . . . I was snatched back to the 
present by Darlene’s terror-filled scream, 
“Daddy. come get me!” 

I looked around and horror froze me as 
I realized what had happened. The fisher- 
men had come in a while back, beaching 
their rowboat lightly on the sandy shore. 
Darlene had climbed into it and somehow 
pushed it into the water, and now she was 
jumping around in the stern, the boat 
bobbing dangerously under her! Frantic, 
I looked up the path. Tony wasn’t in sight, 
and the lot was a long way off. I looked 
back at the lake. The boat was perhaps 
twenty feet out and drifting farther each 
moment. I jumped to my feet and raced 
toward the water. kicking off my shoes as 
I ran. “Sit down, baby,” I called. “ll 
get you.” 

But with a final wild wave of her arms, 
she fell overboard and sank instantly out 
of sight. “Tony,” I screamed, as I began 
to wade out. “Tony, help!” I saw her 
head bobbing beyond the boat, saw a tiny 
arm reach out. I only knew one thing. 
If she drowned, it would be my fault. I 
had to reach her, save her. If only I could 
swim! If only Tony would come. I 
glanced frantically up the tree-bordered 
path, but there wasn’t a sign of him. I 
waded as far as I could and when I could 
no longer touch bottom I paused for an 
instant, fear curdling inside of me. Then I 
took a deep breath and struck out blindly. 
Water washed over my face. I gasped and 
choked, went down, then bobbed up again. 
I beat the water with my arms, trying 
desperately to move them as Tony had 
shown me earlier. I couldn’t see her head, 
and I prayed frantically, God—please, 
God, take my worthless life, not hers! 

Then by a miracle her head bobbed 
limply under my hand. I grabbed her hair 
and swung around toward shore, beating 
the water wildly with my free arm, trying 
to kick. Time stopped. days went by, years 
—the shore grew dimmer and farther 
away. My lungs were bursting, water was 
washing over my face in strangling bucket- 
fuls. Oh, God, help ... At last I felt 
myself go under, and I hadn’t the strength 
to come back up. I thought despairingly, 
Tony, I tried . . . Then there was nothing 
but water and deep wonderful silence. 

I heard the voices before anything else. 
Men’s voices, Tony’s and others. “She’s 
coming around,” one voice said, and 
Tony’s voice echoed, “Thank God!” A 
baby was crying, sobbing tiredly—Dar- 
lene! 


I FLOPPED OVER and sat up, my eyes 
wide with horror. Tony, kneeling at 
my head, pulled me gently back down, but 
not until I had seen Darlene, wrapped to 
the chin in a blanket, sitting nearby, tears 
running down her face. But very much 
alive! I looked at Tony. His clothes were 
dripping, his face white. One of the fish- 
ermen had been giving me artificial 
respiration. I could tell by the way they 
looked that we had had a narrow escape. 
I felt suddenly very, very tired! But grate- 
ful I had at least saved Darlene for Tony. 

“Tl take care of her now,” Tony was 
telling them. “And I guess you know how 
grateful—” 

“Glad we were here to help,” they said, 
brushing sand from their clothes. “Mighty 
careless of us, leaving the boat that way. 
Lucky you got her just when you did. An- 
other minute would just about—” 

“Sure,” Tony said gruffly, cutting them 
off. “I know. Thanks a million.” 

I heard their steps receding across the 
sand. Tony bent over Darlene, tucking 
the blanket more warmly about her. Then 
he came back to me. 
guess it was because I couldn’t stand 
the gentleness in his face that made me 
cry out, “It was my fault—my fault! If 
she’d died—” I began sobbing, sobbing 
for all of us and mostly me. 

Tony’s arm came around me, his face 
very close—his voice infinitely tender. 
“Tf it was anybody’s fault,” he said gently, 
“it was mine for going off in a school-boy 
huff.” His lips brushed my tears. “Be- 
cause I didn’t really believe what I said. 
I couldn’t have loved that kind of girl— 
and I knew it. But why, darling—” he 
pleaded, “why are you running away from 
Darlene and me? What are you running 
from?” 

In a rushing flood I couldn’t stem, it all 
came back, unreeling before my eyes. 
What are you running from? Id started 
running when I couldn’t face up to my 
mistake. And suddenly I had to admit to 
myself I hadn’t had to run from it. I 
could have faced up. There were so many 
ways I could have taken. Mama would 
have stood by—maybe even taken her 
grandchild. Or I could have managed, 
myself. There were homes—my baby 
could have been adopted into a fine, lov- 
ing family ...I could have done any 
number of things without robbing my baby 
of its chance to live. 

Then, because I’d taken the cowardly 
way, I'd had to begin running from my- 
self. Running from home and all the re- 
minders there . . . running from the hos- 
pital—the babies ... running from my 
love, because he had a child. And I'd 
thought I was running from children. But 
I was running from myself always—and I 
could never get away from me. I told 
Tony. everything. I didn’t for a second 
dream he’d want me still—I just saw that 
his life and heart had got tangled with 
mine and he deserved to know why Id 
treated him and his sweet little child the 
way I had. 


— 
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There were tears in his eyes when I 
finished. “You poor little kid,” he 
whispered. “You were just a kid yourself.” 
We have to learn to forgive ourselves. he 
said, just as we try to forgive others. We 
can’t hate ourselves and continue to live 
with ourselves any more than we can live 
with someone else we hate. “Maybe it'll 
help, sweetheart, to realize you just risked 
your own life to save Darlene’s—and we 
think you’re wonderful. you know.” 

He bent to kiss me. and a sweet glow of 
peace stole through me. My baby was 
dead—because I'd killed it. But Darlene 
was alive—because of me! Maybe that 
was God’s way of forgiving me, of giving 
me another chance—of letting me like my- 
self again. And this time I hadn't turned 
coward. I reached my arms around Tony’s 
neck. Thank you, God, my heart sang, 
for giving me Tony and Darlene. To Tony 
I whispered, “I'll be the best wife and 
mother in the world, darling.” It was like 
coming home at last. THE END 





Wife Stealer 


(Continued from Page 34) 


and walked back to the sofa and stood, 
her-lower lip jutting slightly forward in 
a pout. 

“That was Aunt Mary,” she said. “They 
were too late for the concert. so they’re 
coming back home. She was calling from 
the corner drug store to find out if I wanted 
her to bring home some ice cream or some- 
thing.” 

I grabbed my hat and coat and left. 
Two weeks Jater, I was inducted into the 
Army. 

If there is anything that can goof up a 
man’s life, it’s the Army. At first, Jenny 
and I wrote regularly. Then I was shipped 
about too fast for mail to catch up with 
me. Not hearing from Jenny made me 
stubborn about my own writing. The war 
got hotter, nearing its end. Staying alive, 
seeing the enemy before he saw you, de- 
fending the nation so that generations after 
us might be free—all these things were 
suddenly the big issues. A campus ro- 
mance between Jenny and I was too in- 
significant now for serious thought. When 
I came out of service three years later, I 
had not heard from Jenny in the last two, 
and had no idea where she was or what 
she was doing. 


FoR A LONG WHILE, I honestly in- 

tended to go back to college, but with 
the Army having made my decisions for 
three long years, I now found it hard to 
make a major one for myself. I was too 
old for school now, I thought. and I wasn’t 
at all sure what kind of work I wanted to 
do. I wandered around for a year, trying 
to make up my mind. Slowly, I decided 
that college was the best way out, so I got 
a job in Baltimore so that I would be 
nearby when the next term started. I was 
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me as a model waitress! The camera 
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to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And g 
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set now. My mind was clear. I knew what 
I would do. 

And then I ran into Frank Gibson. It 
was in a Baltimore restaurant, and at first 
I wasn’t sure it was him. He recognized 
me right off, though, and to my complete 
surprise, greeted me a lot heartier than I 
would have greeted him if I had been mak- 
ing the first move. 

“Gosh, it’s good to see you, Earl,” he 
was saying, pumping my arm like I was a 
long lost cousin. “Have you ordered yet?” 
he asked. 

“No.” I said. 

“Good, come on and we’ll have dinner 
together.” 

Since Frank was the first of the old 
school crowd I had seen since I got out of 
service, I had to admit to myself that I 
was rather glad to run into him. We talked 
a lot through the meal about what had 
happened at college while I was there, and 
then, with a lot of effort, I steered him 
around to filling me in on what had hap- 
pened after I left. He did a pretty good 
job except for one thing: he didn’t men- 
tion Jenny. Somehow, I couldn’t bring her 
up first. He knew how it had been with 
us, and I still felt that he had liked her 
himself, so I held off. 

“What are you doing now?” Frank 
asked finally. 

“Well,” I started, a little bit embar- 
rassed, “nothing really, Frank. I’m work- 
ing, yes, but nothing important. I plan to 
go back to the campus next semester and 
pick up where I left off.” 

“You're kidding!” Frank said. 

“Why?” I asked him. “The schools are 
full of returning veterans nowadays, a lot 
of them older than I and just freshmen. 
It won’t be so bad.” I wanted to ask him 
then what had kept him out of the Army. 
\fter all, he was a star athlete. But then, 
a lot of those guys had trick knees and 
punctured eardrums and things like that. 
I decided not to ask. “No,” I said instead, 
“it won’t be bad at all.” 

“Oh, I know,” Frank said. “It’s just 
that, well, you’re a grown man now and it 
will seem funny to think of you as being 
in college. Oh, sure it’s all right, Earl, if 
that’s what you want, but—” He looked 
at me carefully. 

“You know what, Earl,” Frank said sud- 
denly, “there’s an awful lot of money to 
be made now. Listen, I’ve got the sweetest 
little setup you ever did see. You know 
what everybody wants nowadays? An auto- 
mobile. Man, you can sell ’em as fast as 
you can get your hands on ’em. Used, new, 
anything. And that’s what I’m doing now, 
selling used cars. All of them aren’t really 
used. Some are brand new, but I’ve got 
a deal to buy some new ones and sell them 
as used.” 

So Frank explained to me all about his 
auto business. He was set up in a small 
town not far from Baltimore, and things 
were booming. He wanted me to come in 

with him, sort of help manage things. Of 
course, I objected. I didn’t know any- 
thing about selling cars. 
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“All you have to know is how to count 
the money that people are willing to pay 
to get them,” Frank said. “They come 
from miles around.” 

An hour later, Frank had me sold. I 
said I would join him. 

“What about a hotel or boarding house 
or some place to stay?” I asked as our 
conversation drew to a close. 

“Oh, that.” Frank said. “Don’t worry 
about it. There’s no hotel—not for us— 
but you can stay at our place—Jenny will 
be glad to see you.” 

A bolt of lightning would not have petri- 
fied me more. It was inconceivable and 
yet logical. If Frank was making as much 
money as he said he was, he most cer- 
tainly was the man for Jenny. But why 
hadn’t Frank told me in the beginning that 
he and Jenny were married? If he had 
been hiding it from me, he certainly must 
have been afraid that there might still be 
something between us. He wouldn’t have 
offered me a job with him and, above all, 
wouldn’t have invited me to stay at his 
house. On the other hand, if he had kept 
the knowledge away from me in order to 
hit me in the face with it later, he had 
still thrown it out too casually and pleas- 
antly for a man who was supposed to be 
putting a knife into you. I couldn’t figure 
it out. 

Now, of course, I wanted to back out of 
the whole thing. Jenny and I under the 
same roof? Well, it would be too much 
for me, no matter how Jenny might have 
changed by now. Yet, I couldn’t all of a 
sudden back out on the deal. That would 
have made it too obvious that the news of 
Jenny and Frank had affected me terribly. 
Besides, there was curiosity tugging at my 
sleeve. I did want to see Jenny again; to 
know if perhaps she still felt the same. 
It was going to be dangerous, I realized. 
But then, the war had been dangerous too, 
I reasoned, and I had been through that. 


Nothing I had told myself had prepared 
me for my arrival at Frank’s house two 
weeks later. The first sight of Jenny was 
like the first breath of spring. or the first 
April rain, or the first taste of maple syrup. 
She was prettier than ever with a new 
maturity, and the same sweet, intoxicating 
kiss. I found out about the kiss when she 
answered the door. She threw her arms 
around my neck with complete abandon 
and kissed me a long, tingling kiss. Then 
she led me into the living room. Frank, 
she explained, was upstairs on the tele- 
phone. 

I don’t know what we said to each other 
while waiting for Frank to come down. I 
was in a drunken state from that kiss. 
Four long years of yearning and wonder- 
ing what would happen when we met again, 
and Jenny had wiped it all out in a sweet, 
brilliant flash. 

Now, she was sitting in this big, com- 
fortable, well-appointed room, chatting 
gaily, asking where had I been, why hadn’t 
I written, and all sorts of lighthearted 


questions, acting as if the time had not 
been so long, or the void in between so 
torturous. Frank arrived soon thereafter, 
pleasant and cordial, thinking it great that 
we three old schoolmates were together 
again. Somehow, I had expected him to 
have changed his mind about the whole 
thing; to walk in and tell me I couldn't 
stay in his house, that he had no job for 
me, and for me to get the hell out of town 
on the next thing smoking. Instead, he 
showed me to the guest room. 

During the next few days, I actually saw 
very little of Jenny. Frank and I were 
busy. He showed me everything about his 
operation, drilled me on the fundamentals 
of salesmanship, and introduced me to 
people about town. I saw Jenny for one 
brief spell in the morning and another at 
night. I knew it was best that way. 

But one evening, about two weeks after 
I had arrived, Frank got a call at home 
from a man who wanted to buy three autos 
at once. Frank was particularly anxious 
to make the sale, and left the house at 
once. Ordinarily, he would have asked me 
to go with him, but I guess he was in too 
much of a hurry, and I was upstairs, un- 
aware he was leaving. Otherwise, I would 
have asked to go just to stay out of trouble. 
When I got back downstairs for dinner, I 
learned Jenny and I were in the house 
alone. I was obviously nervous about it. 

Jenny spotted it immediately, just as 
she had done the first day we met. “Oh. 
you'll have to do better than that, boy.” 
she teased, “Frank may not be back for 
hours.” 

I said nothing, standing with my elbow 
resting on the refrigerator as I watched 
her move gracefully avout the kitchen. 
Suddenly she turned to me and smiled. 
“And you don’t even have an answer. 
You’re really afraid of me, aren’t you, 
Earl?” she said slowly, moving silently to- 
ward me like a big cat about to scoop up 
a mouse. “You always were afraid of me,” 
she said as her arms slid about my neck 
and her lips came up to mine. Fireworks 
went off inside my head. All of a sudden 
we were holding and kissing each other 
and telling how we had missed each other 
and trying to figure out why we had ever 
drifted apart. 

“But why Frank?” I asked her. “Why 
did you marry Frank?” 

“Don’t ask me that,” she said. “You 
already know the answer. He could give 
me what I wanted. When we were in 
school, there wasn’t much to want so things 
like that didn’t matter so much. But after 
college it’s different. You want a nice 
home and a car and money in the bank.” 

“But Frank is no fool,” I said. “He 
knows how it was between you and me. 
What is he trying to do, offering me this 
job, insisting that I stay under the same 
roof with you? Why, Jenny?” 

Jenny’s eyes grew hard. “Frank is a 
fool, Earl,” she said, “the worst kind of 
fool. An egotistical fool. He thinks so 
much of himself and his own abilities that 
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thin’ to do with her own husband?” 

I stopped short, my face flushed. “Well, 
I—I don’t know, Frank, I—” I started, 
embarrassed that I had been drawn into 
the situation. 

Frank grinned drunkenly at me. “Sur- 
prised, ain’tcha?” he said. “Wouldn’t 
think that lil ole hot number Jenny is as 
cold as ice. Don’t look like it, does she? 
Looks real warm. Acts nice. A real doll 
around the house. But, oh, when you get 
in the bedroom. It’s a different story. “You 
sleep in your bed, I sleep in mine’ she says. 
Real crazy, huh?” 

I shook my head in disbelief. I wanted 
to ask Frank how long this had been going 
on, but I was afraid to. I didn’t want him 
putting two and two together if he wasn’t 
doing it already. This was too much. I 
knew I had to get away from there. I lied 
to Frank about having to see a customer 
and got into a car and drove off. I rode 
around for a long while, trying to figure 
things out. I wanted that job there with 
Frank, but it was no use. No matter how 
hard Jenny and I tried, we couldn’t keep 
away from each other. Or, even when we 
did, it didn’t help matters any for her and 
Frank. Just moving out of the house 
wouldn’t be enough. I had to leave town, 
and the sooner the better. Having made 
this decision, I drove to the house. 

It was late when I got there. Only 
Jenny’s bedroom light was burning. I 
thought Frank must be home already and 
had his car in the garage. I went inside, 
walked straight to my room and undressed 
and got into bed. In a moment there was 
a soft knock at the door. Jenny didn’t wait 
for me to answer before she walked in. 

“What’s the matter. Earl?” she asked. 
“Frank isn’t home either and it’s nearly 
midnight. Neither of you called. What’s 
happened? You two have a fight?” 

“Tt wouldn’t be surprising if we had, 
would it?” I asked. “Jenny, I had a long 
talk with Frank today. Not about you and 
me, just about you and him. In fact, he 
did all the talking. He told me what you 
had been pulling on him. Why, Jenny, 
why?” 

Jenny looked at me for a long time. For 
the first time I could remember, her eyes 
weren't laughing. “Don’t you understand, 
Earl? I don’t love Frank.” Tears formed 
in her eyes. 

“I’m leaving tomorrow morning,” I told 
her. “I’m leaving for good.” 

“All right,” she said simply, and turned 
and left the room. 


[ don’t know what time it was, or what 
sound awakened me. It was very dark in 
the room, and I was instantly aware that 
there was someone there beside myself. 
For a moment, I feared it was Frank, and 
then I caught Jenny’s sweet scent. With- 
out a word, she slipped into bed beside me. 

“Jenny, are you crazy?” I whispered. 

“Frank didn’t eome home,” she said. 
She pressed her head against my chest. I 
could smell the sweetness of her hair and 
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feel the dampness of her tears. Suddenly, 
without talk or explanation, we were al- 
most tearing at each other. Jenny said 
something that at first sounded like a word, 
but broke off into a low moan... 

Thus, in the wee hours of the morning 
in the guest room of the home of my em- 
ployer and best friend I hit my breaking 
point: I found myself making passionate 
love to his wife. And I never after that 
understood how he could have ever called 
her “cold.” 

“Frank should have known better,” I 
hissed when it was over. “He knew what 
it was like between you and me. He never 
should have married you. Nobody else 
should have.” 


The next time I was awakened it was 
not so gently nor for so pleasant a pur- 
pose. The banging of the door against the 
wall made me bolt straight up in bed. In 
an instant I saw Frank reeling drunkenly 
in the doorway. a gun in his hand. And, 
in that same instant, I realized Jenny was 
still there with me. My mind raced a mile 
a minute for the right word, if there is any 
such thing on such an occasion, to say to 
Frank; the word that would take the 
maniacal gleam from his eye. But Frank 
beat me to the words. 

“Ain’t it cozy!” he yelled. “Ain’t it real 
nice. My wife and my good friend. Just 
a couple of lovebirds. So she does for you 
what she won’t do for me, huh?” 

“Frank—” I started. 

“No explanations, please.” he 
“You'd break my heart, I’m sure.” 

Jenny was sitting quietly. defiantly. look- 
ing at Frank. He stared at her and a snarl 
leaped from the corner of his mouth. In 
an instant I grasped what was about to 
happen. I shoved Jenny flat into the bed 
and threw my body over her. I heard the 
gun roar over my head. Once, twice, three 
times. Something seemed to rip my shoul- 
der from the rest of my body. There was 
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a blinding pain and then blackness. 


For the third time in twenty-four hours 
I woke up to something new and strange: 
A hospital room. There were doctors, 
nurses, policemen. Outside, I could hear 
noises of other people trying to get in. 
The first thing I asked was, “How’s 
Jenny?” 

“Oh, Mrs. Gibson is fine,” a policeman 
said. “You stopped all the bullets, or at 
least two of them. Brother, you really had 
some nerve. Right in the guy’s own house.” 

Then I realized the whole picture. It 
was a dilly. Here I was the third man in 
a triangle that was about to make the front 
pages with a bang, shot by a man while 
in bed with his wife. 

Later, I found out a few other things, 
I learned that the gun had jammed on 
Frank after that third shot, and that had 
possibly saved my life, because another 
bullet would almost have surely done me 
in. And Frank had panicked and ran from 
the house almost as soon as the gun 
jammed, instead of staying around to really 
finish us off. Most of all, Jenny stopped 
me from bleeding to death before the 
ambulance came. 

Of course, Frank pleaded innocent to 
the shooting under the unwritten law that 
says any man who gets caught with an- 
other man’s wife has got coming to him 
whatever the husband dishes out. But I 
knew, and Jenny knew, that Frank was 
really shooting at her. I don’t think he 
wanted to kill me at all. Just Jenny. 

It seems I'll be all right in a few more 
weeks. Frank is free, and, of course there’s 
going to be a divorce. It sort of makes it 
look like a clear road for Jenny and me 
now. But is it? Can we ever have any 
real happiness after a thing like this? In 
a way. we feel mostly innocent of any real 
sin. but not entirely. Maybe it’s just not 
in the cards for us to be happy together. 
Not even now. THE END 





I Married A Blind Man 
(Continued from Page 32) 


wept stormily. Steve came and knelt beside 
me and nibbled at my ear and when I 
jerked away he seized my shoulders and 
despite my struggles, pulled me over and 
kissed me on the mouth, hard, brutally. 
And although I’d vowed it would never 
happen again, it did, his merciless capture 
of my body ... and my almost instant 
response even as my shredded pride cried 
out in bitter protest. 

“Hey, Dee, how about a drink?” Steve 
asked lazily. “I need one. Because, doll, 
you really send me. All the way!” 

It was later, much later. I glared at him. 
And cursed him, using words I’d never 
used before. And bounced up like a little 
fool and got a bottle of Scotch I couldn’t 
afford that I kept for his use only, plus 
a glass and ice cubes and set it before 
him. 


“On the rocks, as you like it—Mr. Won- 
derful!” I said scathingly. 

As Steve made his drink he asked lightly, 
“Now what’s the matter, Delores? Why the 
daggers in those pretty brown eyes?” 

“You know what’s the matter,” I charged 
angrily. “You—you make me do things 
I don’t want to do. You make me feel 
cheap—soiled, like a street woman. You— 
you use me—at your convenience.” 

“Why Dee, baby! I had no idea you felt 
like that. I thought you understood how 
it was between us.” 

“And what’s your idea of how it is he- 
tween us?” 

“That you are my girl.” 

“Yes. Me and a couple of dozen others!” 

“I'll lay it out for you, doll. Maybe it 
sounds conceited, but I know that I’ve got 
the looks and personality that chicks go 
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for. That’s a big part of my stock in trade 
jn trying to make the grade as a talent 
manager. I use them to help me. But not 
with you. And that’s the truth.” 

“Then why do you treat me as you do?” 
[demanded. “I don’t see you or hear from 
you for weeks, then you pop up and ex- 
pect me to jump for joy and ask no ques- 
tions.” 

Steve made himself another drink and 
sank deeper in his chair. “I told you I was 
in Las Vegas. I was. I left suddenly, on a 
hunch. Result? I signed up the Hill sisters 
—my first big score.” 

“Steve—you didn’t!” I exclaimed. “Why 
—why they’re big!” 

“That’s the general idea doll. And my 
next move will be to switch them from 
National Records to Tecco, a small, new 
label. In return, I get a piece of that out- 
ft. Which makes me a big wheel there.” 

“Oh, Steve—that’s wonderful! But what 
about me? Can you get me a contract with 
them?” 

“I can and will, doll. You’ve been yap- 
ping for a break for a solid year and I 
couldn’t get it through your hard little 
head that a big company like National 
doesn’t pay much attention to small time 
agents like me. But with the Hill gals in 
my stable, I’m not so small any more. And 
I don’t need National any more. Get the 
general-idea now?” 

“I guess so.” 

“Aren’t you sorry you called me all 
those naughty names now?” 

“Yes, Steve. But I wish you wouldn’t 
treat me so some-timey. And how do you 
think I feel when you run around those 
swanky joints downtown with your ofay 
chicks and never take me anywhere?” 

“That’s business, doll. And you know 
perfectly well that I’m playing the other 
side of the racial fence, or else I’d never 
make a dime. And so—” 

“And so I’d foul you up. A chick like 
me, with a brown paint job doesn’t fit in 
with your plans. Is that it?” 

“Unfortunately yes—from a_ business 
angle. But it has nothing to do with my 
personal feelings for you—or my plans for 
the future.” 

“I’m supposed to be in those plans?” 

“You’re not just supposed to be in them, 
you are in them.” Steve drained his glass 
and stood up. “Meanwhile have a little 
faith in me, huh?” 

Long after he left I lay awake, my head 
jangling with conflicting thoughts. When 
Steve was with me, he could make me be- 
lieve anything. When he wasn’t, all kinds 
of doubts assailed me. The only solid fact 
that gave me any reassurance was that for 
the year I’d known him, he had continued 
to find me—desirable. I’d never loved any 
man but him—had never been possessed by 
any man but him. And what tormented 
me was a sense of shame which wasn’t at 
all balanced off by my hope that he really 
did care for me and would marry me— 
some day. 

Someday. 


That sure had an indefinite, 





far off sound. But it was all I had. It was 
a gamble I had to take. 

Steve telephoned me the next morning to 
ask if I knew a blind singer named Elroy 
Hayes. 

“Why yes, Steve,” I told him. “He’s from 
my hometown. Is he here?” 

“Yeah, doll. He’s here with some corny 
choral group. I caught their audition at 
National Records this morning.” 

“Were they any good?” 

“They weren't. But I think that blind 
kid has got something. I'd like to have him 
in my stable.” 

“What’s stopping you?” 

“Oh, some sanctimonious preacher guy 
seems to be in charge.” 

“That would be Rev. Dabney,” I 
laughed. “He’s real sold on himself.” 

“Oh, you know him, too?” 

“T ought to. He’s the assistant pastor 
and musical director at our church, back 
home.” 

“Maybe you could do me some good 
with this Hayes kid. Would you?” 

“You mean help you steal him from 
Rev. Dabney?” 

“Frankly, yes, doll.” 

“Steve, I don’t know if I could do that.” 

“Doll, don’t be so square, hear? I’m in 
a rush now, but I'll be by your shack to- 
night and we can at least hash it over. 
Solid?” 

“Crazy honey,” I said eagerly. “I'll be 
looking for you!” But once the glow of 
talking to him faded, his interest in Elroy 
began to disturb me. Because Ellie and I 
had been good friends, had lived in the 
same neighborhood, attended the same 
schools, although he was a couple of years 
ahead of me. Blind though he was, he 
had been a brilliant student. And he had 
helped me in a lot of ways. Like thou- 
sands of teen-agers reared on juke box 
music, the singers they featured were my 
idols and I’d dreamed of becoming like 
them, and singing my way to fame and 
fortune, as they had. Ellie and I sang in 
high school groups and in our church choir 
and we were both supposed to have good 
voices. But had it not been for Ellie’s 
encouragement, I’d never have believed I 
could really become a professional singer. 
Or anything else much. Except the wife 
of some local boy and have a slew of kids. 
So I didn’t want Ellie to get hurt. I was 
afraid that Steve might take advantage of 
him. And I vowed I wouldn’t let that hap- 
pen, no matter what Steve said. 

But Steve didn’t say anything. Not that 
night. Because he didn’t show up. Or tele- 
phone. And I cried myself to sleep, hurt 
to my heart. 


WAS AWAKENED BY the insistent 

trilling of my telephone. Sleepily I 
reached for the instrument, which was on 
the night stand, by my bed. Then I pulled 
back my hand. Because it was probably 
Steve and for all I cared, he could go to 
the devil! But the phone kept ringing and 
finally I lifted the receiver and said a 
sullen “Hello.” 
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“Doll!” Steve’s voice exclaimed. “Did I 
wake you up?” 

“Yes. What do you want?” 

“Baby, what kind of way is that to greet 
your best beau?” 

“What do you want?” 

“Look—I know what’s wrong. I mean, 
about my not showing last night. But I 
got hung up, doll. Business. No kidding.” 

“You could have telephoned.” 

“T meant to, doll. Really I did. But 
things were so hectic—” 

“Tll just bet.” 

“Look, babe—calm down. And _ get 
dressed as quick as you can and take a 
cab down to National Records. Your friend 
Elroy is there—waiting for you. Okay?” 

“Ne ™ 

“Now look, doll—snap out of it. And 
do what papa says, huh?” 

“No.” 

Steve didn’t say anything for a few 
seconds, then he hung up. And I buried 
my face in my pillow and sobbed until 
there were no more tears left. Then I got 
up, bathed, and was brushing my hair 
when the doorbell rang. My heart did one 
of its crazy leaps. But it settled down 
when I decided that Steve couldn’t have 
gotten from downtown to my St. Nicholas 
apartment so quickly. Pulling my robe 
around me, I went to the door and opened 
it. The next instant I was in Steve’s arms! 

I never had a chance. Not under the 
circumstances. I made a few half-hearted 
attempts to stop him, but right away quick 
I was caught in the hot surge of my own 
aroused emotions and completely lost 
awareness of time and place and every- 
thing else! 

An hour later we were headed dowr- 
town in a taxi and Steve’s magic had 
changed my anger and hurt of the night 
before into a mood of gaiety and laughter. 

“Doll, we’ve got to land this Elroy Hayes 
character,” Steve said, holding me in the 
circle of his arm. “National’s production 
man—you know, Morey Mueller—was au- 
ditioning him solo this a.m. And Morey is 
nobody’s fool. If he beats me to him, Ill 
dive off the Empire State building!” 

“Then I'll be sure to see that Morey gets 
Elroy,” I cracked. 

“Baby, don’t even joke like that, hear? 
What I want you to do is to get Hayes out 
of that office—fast. And then give him the 
works!” 

“The—uh—works?” I asked. 

“Now look, Delores—you know I didn’t 
mean what you mean. And don’t get any 
ideas like that or you might wake up minus 
a head!” 

“Why, Steve,” I said, inwardly delighted, 
“You sound just a wee bit jealous!” 

“Well, supposing I am? You’re my babe, 
aren’t you?” 

“Am I?” 

“Oh, cut out the jive. You know you are. 
So about your friend, Elroy—” 

“Tl take care of him,” I promised. 
“T’ll—uh—give him the works!” 

The cabbie sure got an eyeful when I 
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said that, for Steve grabbed me into his 
arms and kissed me until I started looping. 
I still hadn’t really come down when we 
reached the National Studio, where Steve 
left me, and I took the elevator up to the 
reception office. 

Luck was with me, for Elroy was sitting 
along right by the door. I sat down be- 
side him and even before I spoke. he ex- 
claimed, “Dee!” and I cried, “Ellie!” and 
put my arms around him and kissed him, 
and I wasn’t pretending, either, because I 
was really glad to see him. His recognizing 
me even before he heard my voice was 
nothing new. He could tell who people 
were in various ways, but mainly the sound 
of their footsteps. 

“Gee, Delores, this is great!” Ellie said, 
his sensitive face wreathed in smiles. “That 
fellow—some Mr. Stone, said he’d con- 
tact you and tell you where I was.” 

“Steve Stone—he’s my manager,” I ex- 
plained. “But never mind that right now. 
Come on, let’s get out of here. Have you 
had lunch?” 

“Why, no. It isn’t lunch time yet.” 

“T know, I know,” I said, getting up and 
pulling him up too. “Who cares what time 
it is? Let’s go somewhere and celebrate!” 

“But I’m supposed to wait here until Mr. 
Mueller comes back, Dee.” 

“Phooey for Morey Mueller!” I said 
airily. “You can see him later. Come on, 
Ellie—we’ve got a lot of gabbing to do!” 

It was easy. Poor Ellie, as I well knew, 
had gotten into at least a slight spin when 
I hugged and kissed him. When we got 
to the street I hailed a taxi and gave my 
address. 

“Where are we going, Dee?” Ellie asked 
as we climbed into the cab. 

“Why to my apartment, darling. I know 
I practically kidnapped you, but after all 
—lI haven’t seen you for a couple of years 
—not since I started on that tour with 
Count Christy’s band, remember?” 

Ellie laughed. “Yeah, and when you 
did, I sure was sorry. You’ll never know 
how much I missed you, Dee.” 

“Did you really miss me?” I asked, tak- 
ing one of his hands and squeezing it. 

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I missed you, 
all right. I sure did.” 

“Well, you’re in New York, and I’m in 
New York, and you don’t have to miss me 
any more.” 

“Being a big time singer and all, I guess 
you won’t have too much time for me, 
Dee.” 

“Who says? Honey, you just don’t know 
how good just seeing you makes me feel. 
Besides, I hear you might go commercial.” 

“T don’t want to, and maybe I won’t 
even get the chance, Dee. But I had to try. 
Because Dad passed away early this year. 
And—well, I had to quit college and figure 
a way to take care of Mother.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t know.” 

“T guess Rev. Dabney will get me a 
break.” 


“T doubt it. In this business, Ellie, you 


need an expert. And Rev. Dabney is no 
expert. Right?” 

“No, but we've 
group—” 

“Ellie, baby, you listen to Dee. We've 
been close friends all our lives. And I'p 
thinking of you. Forget the group. You're 
the only one with a good voice and—” 

“Yeah, but that seems like a good rea. 
son why I should stick with them.” 

“You said it was up to you to take care 
of your Mom—and it seems to me that’ 
the important thing. But let’s forget stuf 
like that. Say, I'll bet you haven’t had any 
red beans and rice and spareribs since 
you’ve been up here, have you?” 

“T sure haven't,” Ellie laughed. “You 
know where we can get some? And maybe 
some white meal corn bread?” 

“Yep! Right at my apartment. So relay, 
Max and we'll have ourselves a country 
ball. okay?” 

“Aw, Dee, this is too good, this is real, 
real gone! Gee, I feel like a million al. 
ready! I’ve been awfully blue lately. You 
know. about Dad and all.” 

“Your troubles are over, honey. Jus 
leave everything to Dee!” 

Well, we really did have a ball that day, 
I went all out to please Ellie and I sure 
succeeded! But he was a lot of fun, too, 
Steve called and said he was coming by. 
That was about noon. He made it at four, 
just when Ellie was getting worried be. 
cause Rev. Dabney didn’t know where he 
was, and also about not having talked with 
Morey. at National Records. When he 
arrived, Ellie was fiddling around at the 
piano and right away Steve asked, “What's 
that song you’re playing, partner?” 

“Oh, just a thing I made up,” Ellie told 
him. 

“Including lyrics—words?” 

“Well—yes.” 

“Can you sing it?” 

I stuck my head out of the kitchenette 
where I was making drinks and said, “Can 
he sing it! Wait until you hear, Steve!” 
I came into the room and put my hand on 
Ellie’s shoulder. “Sing it for him, huh?” 

Ellie played and sang his song. When 
he finished I had tears in my eyes and there 
was a funny, sort of stunned look on Steve's 
face. 

“Say,” Steve exclaimed, “I think you've 
got something there, Elroy.” 

“You do?” Ellie replied, sounding 
pleased. “Rev. Dabney doesn’t think much 
of it.” 

“You got a title for it?” Steve asked. 

“Yeah. I call it, Faith. Just that one 
word.” 

“Hmmm,” Steve mused. “Faith . . . Say. 
Elroy, I can get that song published for 
you, you know?” 

“You can?” Ellie cried. 

“Not only that,” Steve said quickly, “I 
can get you a contract with my recor 
company—tomorrow.” 

“Hey,” Ellie said, sounding all choked 
up, “Am I dreaming or something? You 
mean that Mr. Stone?” 
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“T mean it all the way, Elroy. And call 
me Steve, huh? You might as well, be- 
cause you know something, partner? I’m 
going to put you on the big time!” 

And he did—but quick. He had Elroy 
make a recording of his song for Tecco 
the very next morning and when Ellie had 
fnished it, more than one eye in the studio 
was something more than damp. We all 
had a feeling that we were witnessing the 
start of a big success—the air fairly 
vibrated with it. Because Ellie’s voice, a 
rich, deep baritone had a purity of quality 
and a sincerity that was very moving. 


QTEVE WAS SO HOPPED up he could 

hardly contain himself. And _ after 
we'd returned Ellie to his hotel in Harlem, 
we went to my apartment and the minute 
I'd closed the door, Steve grabbed me and 
hugged the breath out of me. 

“Baby!” he cried. “We're in! That kid’s 
great! And that song of his—wow! The 
whole setup is perfect. I mean these reli- 
gious songs go big right now because 
everybody is afraid, what with this being 
the hydrogen age and all. And his being 
blind will help plenty! But did you get 
that wonderful quality in his voice—and 
the way he made you feel he really be- 
lieved what he was singing—that faith in 
God jive!” 

“He does believe in God, Steve—and so 
do I. So don’t call it jive, huh?” 

“That’s just a way of talking, doll. But 
now we've got to make some plans and 
fast. We’ve got to keep this kid under 
wraps. And away from all the big mouths 
that will be shooting at_him the minute he 
starts up the ladder—and that won’t be 
long. Look: He likes you, trusts you. How 
about you getting a nice apartment out of 
this section, in the seventies maybe?” 

“Using what for money?” 

“Tl take care of that. And you take 
care of Elroy.” 

“You mean live in this apartment—both 
of us?” 

“Yeah. You look after him, Do 
his business. Be his—his secretary, kind 
of.” 

“You mean, be his keeper.” 

“Well—yes. You know what happens 
when a guy hits. A million chiselers get 
after him. Isn’t that true?” 

“I suppose so. But I’m a single girl, 
after all. And living with a man—even a 
blind man—” 

“You can pose as his cousin or some- 
thing, can’t you? This is important, baby. 
Don’t square up on me—please.” He 
pulled me into his arms and kissed me 
lingeringly—and made me feel as if I were 
melting. Then he asked, “Hey, how about 
a drink? A couple of drinks, or three. 
To celebrate.” 

We “celebrated.” And as usual, Steve 
got his way. Ellie thought the arrange- 
ment was swell. I mean, the swanky apart- 
ment with us as its occupants. And I sup- 
pose I did, too. Especially after the money 
started rolling in, for I insisted on han- 
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dling Ellie’s earnings—and upon seeing he 
got all that he was due. Steve and I had 
a big fight over that particular matter, but 
for once I didn’t let him change my mind. 

As many of you may remember, Faith 
was a big, big hit. And so were Ellie’s 
other recordings, some in the same reli- 
gious vein as Faith, and others gentle love 
ballads, several of which he wrote himself. 
I literally acted as his eyes, keeping him 
posted on every detail concerning his fi- 
nances. Naturally, we were together prac- 
tically all the time, and nobody needed to 
tell me that Ellie was in love with me. 
And nobody needed to tell him that I was 
in love with Steve. It was, in that respect, 
a rather strange situation, with us living 
in the same apartment and him torching 
for me, and me torching for Steve. 

Right away quick Steve got to be very, 
very big. Like they say, success breeds 
success, and so it was with him. Soon he 
was managing an impressive number of big 
names, booking them in the high pay spots, 
cashing in on every angle, including TV, 
radio, the movies and the plush night spots 
and cafes, or as Steve called them, the 
saloons. He had an expensive suite of 
offices and quite a staff, including a full 
time publicity man. And he was constantly 
flying to Miami or Palm Springs or Las 
Vegas or Hollywood, presumably on busi- 
ness for various of his artists, as he liked 
to call them, although I figured a lot of 
those trips were strictly for pleasure—his 
pleasure. 

Things rocked along like that for six or 
eight months and it got so I seldom even 
saw Steve and when I did. it was almost 
never alone. But I read a lot about him— 
in the gossip columns. And more and more 
often his name was linked with those of 
glamorous socialites, and often his picture 
was in the papers with one or another of 
those monied chicks. 

Meanwhile I was having my own taste 
of the glamorous life, but on a much 
smaller scale. That was when I took Ellie 
to his jobs. like his ten-week hold-over at 
the Copa, and to various TV studios where 
he appeared as a guest star—at a $2,500 
minimum. I met lots of important people 
that way—and a lot of wolves, too. But 
none of that did much to heal the ache in 
my heart as it became increasingly clear 
that so far as Steve was concerned, I was 
an unimportant item in his past. 

I suppose that’s why I began drinking 
more than I should have when I was at 
the apartment. Ellie knew it and tried to 
talk to me about it, but I’d just laugh, and 
get higher still. Sometimes I would pass 
out on one of the living room divans and 
wake up the next morning in my bed but 
I didn’t catch on for quite a while that it 
was Ellie who was responsible. But one 
night I was merely asleep. not blotto when 
Ellie came into our big living room and 
gently gathered me up in his arms and 
carried me into my bedroom. When he 
lowered me gently onto my bed and started 
away. I put my arms around his neck and 
pulled him down beside me and kissed him. 
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I did it on an impulse that I myself 
didn’t understand. But when Ellie’s arms 
tightened around me and he returned my 
kiss with one of surprising voltage of his 
own—well! I mean, I got a real jolt! The 
kind I thought that only Steve could make 
me feel. And while I moaned, “Ellie, don’t 
—don’t .. .” my arms were gripping him 
tighter and tighter . 

The next morning as I was making 
breakfast, Ellie came into the kitchen and 
said in a low, subdued voice, “Delores— 
I’m sorry about last night. I—I know you 
were high and I shouldn’t have taken ad- 
vantage of you. I’m terrtbly ashamed of 
myself and I only hope you can forgive 
me.” 

“There’s nothing to forgive, Ellie,” I 
said quietly. “Come on to the table and 
drink your juice.” 

“Dee—please say you forgive me,” he 
begged coming toward me hesitantly. 

“But Ellie, I told you there was nothing 
to forgive. Come real close and I'll whisper 
a little secret in your ear.” 

“Dee—don’t try to make it easy for me 
because—because I’m blind.” 

I went to him and took his face in my 
hands and pulled his head down enough 
so that his ear was close to my lips then 
I said softly, “What I’ve got to say has 
nothing to do with your being blind, you 
big dope! And you know what my secret 
is? I wasn’t high last night—not even a 
little bit. And I knew quite well what I 
was doing. So there!” 

“Dee!” Ellie cried joyously. “Dee—is 
that the truth?” 

“Honey,” I whispered, leaning against 
him. “that is the truth, I swear it is!” 

Ellie’s arms locked around me, not sav- 
agely, like Steve’s, but strongly, firmly, and 
his kiss was not hard and brutal, like 
Steve’s, but it was just as meaningful. As 
we stood in that tight embrace, straining 
together, I suddenly tried to break free, 
but couldn’t. 

“The eggs!” I cried muffledly. “They’re 
burning!” 

“Who cares?” Ellie laughed. “We've got 
better things to do than worry about eggs!” 

And you know—he was so right? 

I couldn’t figure it. I mean, the change 
in my feelings toward Ellie. Of course I’d 
always liked him—probably more than 
anyone, except Steve. But it wasn’t just 
liking any more, it was something that 
seemed to me to be love. Not the pas- 
sionate, hurting love I’d felt for Steve—if 
indeed it was love at all. But something 
more gentle, and sweet that made me want 
to do things to please Ellie, to make him 
happy. And then to cross me up, I couldn’t 
do the one thing that I knew would mean 

more to him than anything else—and that 
was to marry him. 

The way we were living, as Ellie kept 
pointing out, we certainly ought to have 
been married. I knew it was his concern 
for me, as well as desire for me as his 
wife, which worried him greatly. I also 
knew that he sensed the reason I kept put- 
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ting off the formalizing of our otherwise 
man-wife relationship: Steve. But that was 
something we never discussed. 

The strange thing was, I wanted to 
marry Ellie. As the weeks became months 
since our illicit relationship started, I was 
happier than I'd ever been in my life. And 
many times, when Ellie would ask when 
we were going to marry, I was tempted to 
say, “Why not now, today?” But some- 
how, I just couldn’t get those words out. 
I didn’t dare. Because I was afraid that 
no matter if we were married, if Steve 
came charging back into my life, I might 
forget Ellie like a yesterday’s newspaper. 
And at least I could spare Ellie that hurt. 
But I dreaded the day when that test 
would come. It hung like a sword over 
my head, and all I could do was to wait 
and do the best I could to forget it, and 
to make Ellie forget it, also. 

Steve had been spending practically all 
of his time in recent months out on the 
West Coast. When I read in the papers 
that he was returning to the East to take 
over as president of Tecco Records. I didn’t 
know how to feel. But I know I started 
getting tense, jittery to the point that I’d 
jump every time the telephone rang, every 
time the apartment buzzer sounded. 

I didn’t mention Steve’s return to New 
York, and I hoped Ellie wouldn’t sense 
my edginess nor the reason for it. But he 
did. Blind people are much more percep- 
tive than most people with sight, and 
Ellie’s faculties were extremely sensitive. 

“Delores,” he said to me on the night 
Steve was due back, “I understand how 
things are. And darling, I want you to 
know one thing: I love you with all my 
heart. And I want you to be happy. And 
if it turns out that you must find happiness 
with—with someone else. please don’t hold 
back on my account. Will you promise 
me that?” 

“Yes, Ellie.” I whispered, trying to keep 
from bawling. “Yes, I'll promise you that.” 

“And Dee?” 

“Yes?” 

“Have faith, dear. Have faith that every- 
thing will work out as it was meant to.” 

“T'll try, Ellie,” I said, on the verge of 
tears. “But don’t worry, honey. I doubt 
that Steve even remembers my name.” 

About that I was very, very wrong. The 
next morning while Ellie was bathing, the 
telephone rang and when I answered it, a 
well remembered voice said breezily, “Hi, 
baby! Long time no see.” 

“Why, hello, Steve.” I replied. “Wel- 
come home and all that.” 

“How are you and your boy friend mak- 

ing out?” 

“Fine.” 

“What’s the score between you two by 
now?” 

“Oh, the same as always.” 

“When am I going to see you?” 

“Why, I don’t know, Steve. As a matter 
of fact. I thought you’d completely forgot- 
ten my existence.” 








“T had that coming, doll. But—well, yy 
know how it is.” 

“T do indeed.” 

“Don’t be salty. doll. Steve still love 
you. You know that, don’t you?” 

“T have no reason to know it, have [? 

“Look, baby—let’s cut out the knif 
work. Shall I come to your place or yq 
to mine? I’m at the Sherry Towers.” 

“T vote nay on both places.” 

“Baby! This is Steve—remember? Wh 
don’t you grab a cab and come on up her 
doll? I’ve got something important to sq 
to you.” 

“Like what?” 

“Baby—what’s happened to you, any. 
way? Are you and Ellie shacking up. may. 
be, perhaps?” 

















































































“Steve! After all!” 

“Sorry, babe. Well, are you coming?” 
“Perhaps.” 

“Good. Tl order lunch—with cham. 


pagne. How does that sound?” 

“Tt sounds okay.” 

“Be seeing you soon then. “Bye, doll,” 

When I replaced the receiver I sat ver 
still trying to discover my true feelings~ 
to find out if the way I felt inside was jus 
a flare up of that old, exciting feeling, or 
if it was the real thing. I didn’t know 
I'd have to find out. Fortunately I wa: 
dressed to go out. and since Ellie was stil] 
in the bathroom. I left without saying any. 
thing to hin—to my relief. 


N FIFTEEN MINUTES I got out of m 
cab in front of Steve’s hotel, one of 

New York’s swankiest. I went right up to 
the door, then without planning it, turned 
around and walked back to the curb and 
signalled another taxi. All the way back 
to the apartment I sat perfectly still, and 
it was as if I was centered in a great. 
peaceful void where nothing could reach 
me, I didn’t understand it, nor did I try. 
If I correctly understand the phrase, “out 
of this world,” that would probably bes 
describe my state. In fact, I was only 
recalled to reality when I finally heard the 
cab driver saying, “Hey! Lady! Is this 
where you wanted to go?” 

I looked and saw it was. I paid him 
and gave him a dollar tip. Then I went 
in and took the elevator to my floor and 
got out my key and went into the apart: 
ment. The second I opened the door | 
heard music—heard Ellie at the piano 
softly playing Faith. 

Apparently hearing me_ enter, he 
stopped, but I said quietly, “Keep playing, 
Ellie. Please keep playing!” 

It was as if I knew the telephone was 
going to ring. for even as I started toward 
it, it did so. When I spoke into it, Steve's 
voice said, “What happened to you, doll? 
I thought you were coming here.” 

“T did,” I replied. 

“Hey—what goes? Are you kidding?” 

“No, Steve. I’m not kidding. I took 4 
cab to your hotel. But I didn’t go inside. 
I came—home.” 

“But doll—you don’t understand! I've 











jut—well, yo 


played around. I’ve played the field. And 
it has finally penetrated my thick skull 
that you are the only girl I’ve ever really 
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“You don’t sound like it.” 

“Exactly what are you trying to say 
Steve?” 

“I’m trying to say I love you and I want 
to marry you.” 

“But supposing I don’t want to marry 
you?” 

“Doll! Are you saying you won’t marry 
me?” 

“That’s right. I am saying I won’t marry 
you.” 

“But, baby—why? I mean—” 
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At last you can have the perfect 
figure you’ve always longed for. Yes, 
one garment Shape-O-Lette gives 
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Gone forever are unwanted bulges 
and rolls of fat. Yet you never have a 
moment’s discomfort. The convenient 
full-length front zipper makes 
Shape-O-Lette easy to get into. 





rayon satin 











1. plunge bra 
2. longline bra 
3. waist nipper 
4. garter belt 
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him—if he still wants me. Goodbye, 


Lastex action-back for firm support. 
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Steve.” 

“But Delores—” 

I hung up. Ellie stopped playing and 
turned toward me, his face shining as if 
inside him some great light glowed. I went 
to him in one swift rush and as his arms 
closed around me, I asked, “You told me 
to have faith that everything would work 
out as it should. Is this what you meant?” 

“Oh, darling. yes! Because that’s what 
I live by!” He kissed me gently and with 
great tenderness added, “I don’t just mean 
faith in God, Delores. I mean faith in 
people—and more specifically, faith in 


you!” THE END 





Etiquette 
(Continued from Page 37) 


Of course, back of your request lies the 
desire to be seen only at your best, and 
that is laudable. No romance was ever 
injured by a freshly powdered nose. neatly 
dressed hair, a spotless frock, or a whiff of 
perfume. Many have been wrecked by a 
sloven appearance. 

I recall the sad plight of a career girl 
who met a desirable man during a vacation 
in the South. They liked each other imme- 
diately. She invited him to get in touch 
with her on his next trip to New York, 
never thinking he would arrive unan- 
nounced after midnight. 

He was driving, had car trouble and 
reached her one-room flat after she had 
gone to bed. 

Aroused by the doorbell, her one thought 
was that a telegram was being delivered. 
But on opening the door on the chain, she 
was confronted by her suitor. And there 
she stood in faded pajamas with a heavy 
coating of cold cream on her face, her hair 
in pin curls. His interest never recovered 
from the shock. 
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When constipation sours little 
stomachs, children feel miserable, 
sulk, can’t eat or sleep right. That’s 
when wise mothers give Syrup of 
Black-Draught! Its wonderful lax- 
ative action helps sweeten sour 
stomach, too! Then how fast dis- 
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Syrup of Black-Draught tastes 
honey-sweet. Children love it. 
Made of pure vegetable herbs — 
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Married Men Roam 
(Continued from Page 28) 


“Here’s your radio,” I said, tearing my 

eyes away from her tempting form. 
“Come in, Johnny,” she invited. “I’ve 
»t that drink waiting for you.” 
I followed her into the living room, ig- 
noring the warning voice inside me that 
told me to make this visit short and strictly 
business. I sat on the sofa and watched 
Muriel pour the drinks. There was no 
doubt about it, she was a beautiful crea- 
ture. I had never been a ladies’ man, but 
now, alone with Muriel in the intimacy of 
her apartment, I knew what I wanted. I 
wanted her! 

At first, the idea shocked me. I was a 
married man, I kept telling myself; I had 
met this girl only a few days ago. Yet, I 
was more sure of myself, I felt more alive 
and excited than I had in many years. So 
when Muriel brought me my drink and 
asked what we’d drink to, I said with a 
boldness that surprised me, “‘Let’s drink to 
you—the most beautiful woman I know!” 

Her eyebrows arched. “That’s taking 
in a lot of territory,” she said. 

“That’s the way I feel.” 

“But you hardly know me, Johnny,” she 
“J just met you the other 


o 
=‘ 


protested. 
night.” 

I sipped my drink and held her eyes 
in a steady gaze. After a moment, she 
lowered her eyes. “I don’t know what I’m 
going to do with you,” she said. 

“You can get me a drink,” I held up 
my empty glass. 

“That’s one thing you don’t need—an- 
other drink!” she said firmly. 

“Afraid?” 

A tiny frown creased her forehead. “I 
don’t know. I suppose I should be, but 
—” She caught her lower lip in her 
teeth. 

I reached out to take her hand, but she 
cleverly evaded me and got up to refill 
my glass. 

“You're certainly a fast worker,” she 
said, throwing me a sidelong glance from 
across the room. 

*“Muriel—” 

She turned. “Yes, Johnny?” 

I got up and went to her. She was so 
close to me the scent of her perfume al- 
most drove me crazy. I just stood looking 
down at her, seeing the front of her 
blouse rise and fall with her rapid breath- 
ing. 

Slowly, her long lashes slid down over 
her soft brown eyes. “Please, Johnny— 
don’t,” she whispered. “I’m engaged to 
Dan and you’re a—” 

“I’m a married man,” I cut in. “All 
right, you’ve said it. We won’t mention 
it again.” 

I pulled her roughly to me. “Look, I’m 
not going to tell you that this is the first 
time I’ve ever let myself look at another 
woman. It happens to be true, but it 
would sound like I’m handing you a line. 
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All I’m saying is that the first time I saw 
you, I knew I had to have you!” 

She was trembling in my arms as she 
raised her face. Her eyes were half 
closed and her full, moist lips were parted. 
My lips closed down on her mouth and 
then she was pressing herself against me. 
Her sharp nails dug into my back. A 
white hot wave flooded over me and I 
was swept into a whirlpool of passion .. . 

It was a month after the start of my 
affair with Muriel before I got up courage 
enough to tell Dorothy about it. I con- 
sidered trying to keep it a secret from 
her, but my conscience wouldn’t let me. 
I had to be honest with her. 

I'll never forget the pitiful look of 
shock and disbelief on my wife’s face that 
night when I blurted out the truth. Her 
eyes were wide with pain and it seemed 
that a thousand questions hung on her 
quivering lips. I wouldn’t have blamed 
her if she’d cried or made a scene, but she 
didn’t. 

“You love her, Johnny?” she asked 
quietly, after a long pause. 

“Love her?” I rubbed a hand across my 
forehead. “I hadn’t thought about it. 
Love infatuation whatever I 
feel for her, it’s not the same as with you.” 

Dorothy’s eyes flashed angrily. ““You’re 
not trying to tell me that you still love 
me!” she burst out. “If you had the slight- 
est amount of love or respect for me . . .” 

“But I do love you, Dorothy! That’s the 
hell of it. I think you’re the most wonder- 
ful person in the world.” 

Tears welled in her eyes and she pressed 
her hand to her mouth and turned her 
head. “Please, Johnny! Don’t make it 
any worse with your lies.” 

“Dorothy .. .” 

She stood up, her emotions under con- 
trol again. “I think you’d better go now. 
It would be a little awkward for you to 
stay here now.” 

With mixed emotions, I packed a bag 
and left what had once been a happy 
home. Dorothy shut herself up in the 
spare room and I didn’t see her again that 
night. I went down to the shop and 
flopped on the cot I kept in the back room. 
I never felt more miserable in my life. 

I'll always thank my lucky star that 
Dorothy was as level-headed and _intelli- 
gent as she was about my romantic fling. 
She had a perfect right to demand her 
freedom, leaving me to work out my prob- 
lem all alone. But she stuck by me. She 
telephoned me the next day and asked me 
if I would go to the local Marriage 
Counseling Bureau. My first reaction was 
to refuse to discuss the mess I’d made with 
outsiders. 

“But that’s exactly what you need—we 
both need, Johnny,” Dorothy pointed out. 
“We're both too close to the forest to see 
the trees. We need outside help!” 

I finally agreed, and when we both went 
in for an interview, I was surprised at the 
sympathetic reception we got. Mr. Hearn, 
one of the counselors, took me into a pri- 
vate office and without seeming to, got me 





to talking about Muriel and me. For the 
first two sessions, he said nothing. He just 
sat there smoking his pipe and listening 
to me, now and then scribbling a note on 
a pad. 


N MY THIRD VISIT, Mr. Hearn did 

most of the talking. “Your problem 
is a common one, Mr. Bates,” he told me, 
“so don’t get the mistaken idea that you're 
some special kind of monster. That’s one 
thing the Kinsey Report has done for us 
—showed the average man that there are 
lots of others just like him, with the same 
kind of problems. According to Dr. Kin. 
sey’s survey, 50 per cent of all married 
men break their wedding vows at one time 
or another. 

“Now, that figure may be a little high, 
A British anthropologist, for instance, has 
come out with a book stating that in Eng. 
land, 40 per cent of the men and women 
he interviewed admitted extramarital af. 
fairs.” 

During that session and those that fol- 
lowed, I learned a lot from Mr. Hearn, 
He quoted from the Kinsey report that 
“most of the male’s extra-marital activity 
is undoubtedly a product of his interest 
in a variety of experience. On the other 
hand, there is certainly a portion of his 
extra-marital intercourse which is _ the 
product of unsatisfactory relations with his 
wife. 

“When she fails to be interested in 
sexual relations with her husband, when 
she is less interested than he is. when she 
refuses to have intercourse as frequently 
as he would like it, when she refuses to 
allow the variety in pre-coital techniques 
that the male would like to have. or when 
she acceded to such techniques without 
evidencing an interest equal to that of the 
male, she is encouraging him to find extra- 
marital relations.” 

Both my counselor and I agreed that 
this was not the cause of my affair with 
Muriel. Dorothy and I had always been 
compatible, enjoying the physical side of 
our marriage. No, the root of my trouble 
was much deeper. 

As part of his work, Mr. Hearn had me 
read a new book by Dr. Milton R. Sapir- 
stein called Paradoxes of Everyday Life: 
A Psychoanalyst’s Interpretations. In his 
discussion of marital infidelity, Dr. Sapir- 
stein states: 

“Now there is little question that many 
men, faced with an unexpected oppor 
tunity for sexual adventure, will be 
tempted to make the most of it. But they 
will feel rather sheepish about it and will 
not allow themselves to become really 
entangled with women other than their 
wives.” 

Again, this was not my problem. Muriel 
had done nothing to encourage me. | 
was the aggressor and deliberately used 
masculine charm I'd forgotten I had to 
win her love. Yet, facing it honestly, ! 
knew I did not love her. I was driven by 4 
powerful physical hunger. 
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But the more I read and the more I 
listened to my counselor, the closer I got 
to the heart of my personal problem. I 
felt that sooner or later I would come 
across something that would help me. In 
Dr. Sapirstein’s opinion, men who chase 
other women fall into four different cate- 
gories: The “Traditional” Type; the 
“Narcissistic” Type; The “Menopausal” 
Type; and The “Romantic-Intellectual” 
Type. 

The author describes the “traditional” 
type as a man who on one hand is the 
respectable, loving head of a family and 
on the other, an incorrigible woman- 
chaser. He feels no conscious sense of 
guilt about his own weakness, but blows 
his top if his wife so much as looks at 
another man. 

The author says: “It is obvious that 
to such men there is something inher- 
ently dirty about sex. Dirty and at the 
same time fascinating. They can come 
to terms with it only by separating the 
sensual from the affectionate side of their 
natures, drawing a ruthless line between 
the ‘bad’ women who attract them and the 
‘sood’ women they revere... 

“However, the traditional type—driven 
though he is, and fundamentally disap- 
pointed—may manage for years to main- 
tain a fairly suitable balance . . . A cer- 
tain-chilliness on the part of his wife does 
not displease him; it gives him a conven- 
ient excuse for his gambols. His de- 
mands on her are limited, just enough to 
preserve his franchise as a husband. 

“In contrast to this dreary sexual rou- 
tine, the man’s extra-marital activities are 
orgiastic in their abandon. The women 
he seeks out are not only sexually provoc- 
ative, but from backgrounds alien to his 

“What must be obvious is that the man’s 
behavior is, in the end, self-defeating. 
Since he is not an integrated personality, 
he cannot engage himself wholly with any 
woman, and since he cannot engage him- 
self wholly, his relationships become pro- 
gressively thinner and more meaningless.” 

I learned that the “narcissistic” type is 
the male charmer, the kind of fellow who 
bounces from one bedroom to another. 
Very often, he uses his affairs as stepping- 
stones for his career. The author points 
out that “Narcissistic” men are often very 
attractive. But the reputation they have 
of being great lovers is based on the quan- 
tity of their conquests rather than on the 
quality of their performance. A Don Juan 
will always arouse the curiosity of wom- 
en. Paradoxical as it may seem, sex is 
not really fun for the average Don Juan. 
Since he is morbidly concerned about the 
impression he is making, he cannot let go, 
abandon himself to the sheer pleasure of 
functioning. 

“Nor does he give much pleasure to his 
Partners. His preoccupation with the ques- 
tion, “How am I doing?’ conveys itself in 
a lack of warmth... .” 

The “romantic-intellectual” type, I dis- 
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covered, usually has been so confused by 
all the marriage manuals and textbooks 
on sexual behavior that he begins to doubt 
his ability to satisfy his wife. Says the 
medical authority, “A situation of this kind 
lays the groundwork for infidelity. When 
a man’s aggression collapses, his desire 
does, too. Intercourse with his wife is no 
longer a pleasure but a disagreeable duty 
which he may or may not be able to ful- 
fill. 

“Such a man may have no intention of 
being unfaithful. But driven by the need 
to restore his sexual confidence, he begins 
to seek the companionship of other women. 
They are, almost invariably, women who 
share his interests. with whom he can talk 
about himself and his work.” 

So far, I decided, I fitted into none of 
these classifications. I continued my 
search. It was in the technical descrip- 
tion of the “menopausal” type that I saw 
myself reflected. Up until then, I had al- 
ways thought of the menopause—‘change 
of life’—as strictly a feminine problem. 
But according to Dr. Sapirstein, “Meno- 
pause is not simply a physical phenome- 
non. It is also, for men as well as women, 
a state of mind, the realization that time 
is beginning to run out. There are certain 
men in whom the prospect of diminishing 
vigor, and particularly of diminishing 
sexual vigor, creates a sense of urgency so 


acute that they feel compelled to reverse 
the habits of a lifetime. In a last reck- 
less adventure, or series of adventures, 
they try to retrieve what they have hitherto 


passed up—the immemorial masculine 
privilege of pursuing and possessing a va- 
riety of females... 


“The basic paradox of menopausal in- 
fidelity lies in the man’s hopeless attempt 
to set back a clock which has already be- 
gun to run down. His adolescent dream of 
sexual romance and conquest cannot be 
fulfilled in middle age; the conditions 
which make it possible no longer exist. ... 

“When he tries, belatedly, to make up 
the void in his life, he does not find the 
response he craves. He only appeals to 
the acquisitive impulses of a calculating 
woman, or, at best, to the frantic need for 
reassurance of a frustrated one.” 

This, I saw at last, was the reason be- 
hind my behavior. Mr. Hearn assures me 
that half the battle is won, merely because 
I do realize why I acted as I did. What 
will happen to me—to my family. only 
time will tell. My daughter knows some- 
thing is wrong, but so far she has been 
satisfied with my wife’s explanation that 
I am away on business. I don’t expect 
Dorothy to ever forget the sorrow and 
pain I brought her; all I hope and pray 
for is that one day soon she will forgive 


me. THE END 





I Didn’t Want A Baby 


(Continued from Page 39) 


at Kalman’s Cafe. Long before I grew up, 
I determined to make something of myself, 
if only to get away from Aunt Delia and 
her interminable babies. Believe me, it 
wasn’t sheer luck (as some of my class- 
mates seemed to think) that won me that 
scholarship. I practiced for those tests un- 
til my fingers were stiff and I could see 
rows of letters in my sleep. 

At any rate, that day the chocolate cake 
won out. I reached for the plate the 
waitress handed me just as someone on 
my right reached across for the menu card. 
Our hands met in mid-air, and the cake 
splashed into my water glass. I turned 
around and here was this big guy from the 
shorthand class, looking a bit flustered, 
but still grinning at me. I don’t know 
whether it was our fingers touching or 
those expressive brown eyes which made 
me think of the frosting on the cake, that 
sparked the flames that raced through me 
like the glowing gasses of a neon sign. 

“l’m sorry,” he said, but there wasn’t 
a splinter of apology in his voice. “How 
about a coke to go with another piece of 
that cake?” And Id just finished a huge 
chocolate malt! 

“You’re the girl who gets a kick out of 
a big brute like me taking shorthand 
notes,” he went on. I knew he was teasing, 
but I couldn’t keep back the blush that 
spread clear down beyond my throat. 
“That’s all right, Cricket. Just wait and 
see. I'll be a big-time executive one of 
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these days. Bob—Robert Hudson, at your 
service, junior vice president of—er—” 

“The Chrysler Corporation. for in- 
stance,” I said. “Mr. Hudson of Chrysler 
—” and I laughed at my small joke. 
“Well I’m just plain Jane Ames, aspiring 
to be a lowly secretary.” 

“Jane—that fits all right, too, and you’re 
kidding when you say you’re just ‘plain 
Jane.’ But I like calling you Cricket bet- 
ter. You’re so little and smart and hop 
around so cheerfully.” 

I’d never thought of myself like that be- 
fore. Of course my scant five-feet were 
rather short compared to his rugged six. 
And I suppose I’ve always hopped around, 
more or less. What girl doesn’t when she 
starts making her way in the big town? 
So, Cricket it was from then on. Of 
course, I called him Bob. 

A month later we were married! Why 
so soon? Well—the best I can say is that 
there was no real reason to wait. There 
was no one to protest, nobody else to really 
care. We were both lonely in the city. We 
needed each other. And we were very 
much in love. 

“My little Cricket on the hearth,” Bob 
crooned as he carried me over the 
threshold of our tiny, one-room walk-up 
apartment. It was the only place we could 
find. But it was like opening the gates of 
Heaven as far as I was concerned. 

What if the place was dark, dingy, and 
gloomy? The windows opened into an 


inner court of dry, cracked cement, but 
we called it our California patio. The 
windowless kitchenefte was so narrow that 
we couldn’t pass each other in front of 
the gas range, so Bob would swing me over 
his shoulder with a squeeze that left me 
breathless. 

Housekeeping for two was no chore at 
all. How could it be after the years I'd 
put in slaving for Aunt Delia’s ever. 
increasing family. often with the welt of a 
two-inch leather strap across my shoulders 
when I slowed down from utter weariness, 
I didn’t complain. though, for she used it 
just as freely on her own children. 

That fall and winter, like two carefree 
kids, we did all the crazy, wonderful 
things we’d missed when we were growing 
up. We held hands in the movies. We 
went to carnivals and Coney Island and 
filled the apartment with the outlandish 
premiums we won. We saved our dimes 
for moonlight rides across the harbor on 
the ferry. We rode the Fifth Avenue bus 
and window-shopped for the things we 
would buy when Bob should be promoted 
to the “junior executive” job. We fed the 
monkeys in the zoo. We went to jitney 
dances and I wore my wedding dress. It 
wasn’t a real wedding gown like you see 
in the pictures of brides in the women’s 
magazines, but it was a pretty thing—a 
soft swirling sea-green rayon that matched 
the green flecks in my eyes, Bob said. 

Both of us were working. I got a job 
a few weeks after we were married. Bob 
had to finish some courses he was taking 
in business law—contracts and things like 
that. In a short time. though. he found a 
good place—jobs were plentiful then— 
that seemed to hold promise for the future. 


Everything seemed to be coming our way. | 


I thought we could go on forever, catching 
those glimpses of Heaven in our day-by- 
day living and loving. But I was wrong. 

It was mid-winter. We were ice-skating 
in the park, trying out some fancy figures 
we saw other couples doing. Suddenly my 
stomach began churning like a merry-go- 
round, my head kept spinning and spin- 
ning until it seemed like some vague 
mechanism off by itself, miles away from 
my feet. I grabbed for Bob, but, as in a 
dream, he kept slipping farther and far- 
ther away from me. 

The next thing I knew, Bob was holding 
me in his arms and there were lots of peo 
ple standing around. 

“Are you hurt, Cricket? Whatever 
happened? Did you sprain your ankle or 
what? You sure had me scared, baby.” 

“TI—_I’m sort of dizzy, that’s all.” | 
managed to answer, but waves of nausea 
swept over me when I tried to stand. “I— 
I'll be all right, but you’d better take me 
home, Bob.” 

I’ll never forget that ride in the taxi— 
one of the few times I ever rode in one. 
Bob tried to take me in his arms, to hold 
me tight, but I shoved him off and sat. 
stiff and straight, in the corner. I wanted 
to think. I wanted to scream. I wanted 
anything except the thing I knew was 
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happening to me. It couldn’t be, but it 
was! I hadn’t lived for 16 years with Aunt 
Delia for nothing. I was going to have a 
baby! 

Like a mother hen, Bob fussed over me 
when we got home, taking off my coat, my 


dress, my shoes. My feet were cold, my 
head was burning, my stomach still 
squeamish. I started to bawl. 


“I’m going to have a baby!” I wailed. 
“And I don’t want a baby. I won’t have 
it. I won’t!” 

Bob didn’t speak for a minute. A baby 
wasn’t in his scheme of things either. 
Then he knelt down and laid his cool 
cheek against my hot, moist one. “Why, 
that’s all right, Cricket. That’s wonder- 
ful. Of course you want a baby—we want 
a baby—I want a baby. Every man wants 
a son!” 

I had to smile then, but I fought that 
baby all the long months I was pregnant. 
I worked at the office up to the last pos- 
sible day. I kept going places and doing 
things—skating and dancing—long after 
the doctor advised me to quit. Bob tried 
to make me stop, but I laughed at his 
worries. I laughed easily those days as 
some perverse deviltry drove me on. Sub- 
consciously, I suppose, ‘back in my mind 
was the hope that something would hap- 
pen, that I wouldn’t have the baby. I just 
didn’t want any squirmy, wet, smelly in- 
fant drooling over my shoulder. I'd al- 
ready had more than my share of wash- 
ing diapers and making up formulas. 

Bob was different. I couldn’t under- 
stand it. He actually looked forward to 
being a daddy. He started some courses 
at City College. “Have to get on in the 
world, Cricket,” he said, “if we’re going 
to raise a family.” I could scarcely drag 
him away from his books, and when he 
did go out, he wanted to run around and 
try to find a bigger, better apartment for 
his “family.” 


HE BABY ARRIVED sooner than 

scheduled. To be honest, I don’t re- 
member much about it. Things happened 
so suddenly. All at once, I was in the 
hospital with those dreadful pains that 
kept coming stronger and faster and 
spreading out like waves during a tempest 
at sea. Each one, I thought, would be the 
last, the final wave that would engulf me 
and hurl me into the depths. Then, the 
nurse gave me an anesthetic that blotted 
out the agony... 

And then, the strangest thing happened. 
As soon as I held that little squirmy, red- 
faced infant in my arms, I loved him. All 
my foolish anger at his coming evaporated. 
I'm sure there are other women who aren’t 
overjoyed at the prospects of having a 
baby, but when it comes—so helpless, so 
tiny, and so sweet—feel the same way I 
did. 

“And to think I didn’t want you, dar- 
ling,” I crooned into a tiny ear, as the 
little fingers curled around mine. My baby 
was not like those puny infants I’d helped 
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Aunt Delia rear. He was chubby and 
healthy. 

Bob was crazy about him. He carried 
us both over the threshold when we came 
home from the hospital. “My two little 
crickets,” he said, “and what shall we call 
the baby, Cricket?” 

Funny, we’d never really decided on a 
name. It was Bob who suggested one 
now—David. Not because of any happy 
associations, or because we had relatives 
or friends by that name. No—he had 
read somewhere that David means “be- 
loved.” So David it was, and truly be- 
loved, too. 

Once again, I had a glimpse of heaven. 
Little David ate and slept and grew. Bob 
finally found another apartment with an 
extra room, where real sunlight flickered 
into the living room and kitchen. He had 
a raise in pay, too, that helped a lot, and 
he was studying for the Certified Public 
Accountant exams that would put him a 
step or two closer to that “junior execu- 
tive” position. 

It was really fun taking care of my own 
baby, he was so good. I used to stand be- 
side the crib while he slept and watch his 
tiny rosebud mouth curve into a smile as 
if he was sharing some precious secret 
with the angels... 

Only six short months we had our little 
David, and then we lost him. Even the 
doctor wasn’t sure why our baby had to 
die. One day he was smiling, cooing, 
happy. The next—the spark -of life was 
gone. 

Part of myself died, too. Those first 
days were like a nightmare, all confused 
and meaningless. 

Aunt Delia came on for the funeral. I 
remember vaguely her scolding me as if I 
were still a 10-year-old. “Tut, tut, child. 
Don’t take on so. It ain’t natural. You'll 
have other babies, Jane. You’d better have 
another one right soon. It'll help you to 
forget.” 

Forget! As if I wanted to forget my 
David! 

It was early winter again, a cold stormy 
day. The east wind sent the snow swirling 
against the granite tombstone in the 
cemetery until they looked like shrouded 
ghosts. It was cruel—lowering that small 
casket into the frozen earth. It was more 
than I could bear. It was my punishment, 
I knew, for not wanting a baby. I col- 
lapsed at little David’s grave. 

It was days before I recovered sufficient- 
ly to recognize my surroundings and then 
I was past caring. I lay in a sort of stupor, 
wanting nothing but to be left alone in my 
grief. Of course, I was morbid and filled 
with self-pity, but I didn’t realize it then. 
I merely wanted to lie there and punish 
myself with my thoughts. ] didn’t want a 
baby, and now I am lost because God 
took him away from me. 

The doctor insisted that I get up and 
go about the daily business of living. I 
did. But the joy of life was gone. Nothing 
was left but a numbing sense of grief 
and a sort of consuming anger -at myself, 
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at Bob, at the world in general. 

I was sitting at the dresser, staring into 
the mirror, but not really seeing myself 
there, when Bob came in one evening and 
put his arms around me in the old way. 
“Oh, Cricket, I’ve missed you so,” he cried, 
pulling me toward him and crushing his 
lips on mine. 

I shrank from him, feeling nothing but 
a sense of distaste, almost of loathing. 
His arms tightened around me. “Cricket, 
oh, darling.” 

“Let me alone!” I cried. “Don’t touch 
me!” 

“But I’m your husband, Cricket. Don’t 
you remember?” 

I ignored the feeble joke. I didn’t want 
a husband. I didn’t want anything that 
reminded me of happier days. I only 
wanted to be left alone. “And don’t say 
that awful name again—Cricket! I hate 
it. I can’t stand it!” 

I flung myself on the bed and wept— 
my eyes were always red and weeping 
those days. I heard Bob slam the front 
door as he left, but I didn’t care. 

The days grew into a sort of ritual. In 
the morning, I’d go through the motions 
of keeping house, getting breakfast. I 
couldn’t eat, washing dishes, cleaning, 
washing clothes, ironing. Those were the 
things that didn’t count. In the afternoon, 
I'd take a bus out to the cemetery. Some- 
times I’d stop at the florist’s for flowers. 
What did it matter if I spent half the 
housekeeping money for them, or if they 
froze as soon as I laid them down? 

It was terribly cold and there was lots 
of snow those winter months, but I never 
missed a day. I’d sit for an hour or so on 
a stone bench near Davy’s grave and 
dream about my little boy. I could see 
him as he might have been at two, a chub- 
by little toddler, tired and sleepy and 
ready for bed; then, a sturdy lad of six, 
starting off to school, turning back to 
wave “goodbye” to his anxious mother. 
Or a taller David of 10 or thereabouts, 
running to me to bind up a cut or dash- 
ing through the house with a couple of 
playmates .. . 

I was torturing myself, but somehow I 
found comfort in those afternoons, too. 
Perhaps if I’d had a real friend to talk 
to, a girl of my own age, it might have 
helped. But Bob and I, being sufficient 
unto ourselves, never encouraged acquaint- 
ances to become very friendly. The most 
familiar face was the driver of the bus 
that I usually caught at the same time 
each afternoon, or old Mr. Gray, the 
janitor of the apartment house. I even 
had the telephone disconnected because 
its ringing bothered me. 

Bob still attended classes twice a week. 
Most of the other evenings he spent study- 
ing, hours after I went to bed. 

We were sitting in the living room one 
night when it was cold and blowy, like so 
many that winter. Suddenly, Bob flung the 
book he was reading to the floor. The 
noise startled me, and as I looked up he 
began pacing back and forth, frowning. 


Do some- 
Skating? 


“Jane, let’s go somewhere. 
thing. How about a movie? 
Anything?” 

“Go to a movie? Go skating? How 
could I, when it’s only two months 
since—” 

“Yes—yes, I know. But we can’t go on 
like this forever. We’ve got to get back 
to living normal lives, dear. Both of us.” 

Oh, if I’d only yielded to the pleading in 
his eyes then! If I’d just crawled into the 
arms he held out for me! 

But I didn’t. I jumped up, spilling my 
mending basket, and socks and _ spools 
scattered all over the rug. 

“You don’t care!” I cried. “You never 
cared the way I—” 

“Stop it!” he shouted at me. “Do you 
think a father doesn’t miss his son? Are 
you the only mother who ever lost a 
child?” He grabbed me by the shoulders. 
“But a man needs a wife, too. Can’t you 
understand that?” 

Tears began streaming down my cheeks, 
but he kept on. “Why, you enjoy being a 
martyr. You get a kick out of your grief. 
You—you cheat!” He slammed the door 
hard behind him. 

How could he say such things? He was 
just being cruel, I thought. How could I 
go to the movies and laugh at the antics of 
some Hollywood actor or actress when my 
heart was breaking? Maybe if I'd gone to 
church, I might have found peace and 
comfort in my sorrow, but I’ve never been 
much of a church-goer. At Aunt Delia’s 
I used to help get the kids ready for Sun- 
day School, but I never had time to go 
myself. Anyway, I figured, why should I 
worship a God of vengeance who took my 
baby from me and made me suffer so? 

The days went by. Bob didn’t ask me 
to go anywhere again, but he went off by 
himself. It didn’t make any difference to 
me—I didn’t care—at first. As the weeks 
passed, he went out more and more and 
studied less, though I suppose he still in- 
tended to take the CPA exams in early 
spring. He didn’t talk about it any longer; 
in fact, we never talked much about any- 
thing those days, just kept drifting far- 
ther and farther apart. 

Sometimes I’d hear him stumbling 
around in the living room long after I 
went to bed. He still slept on the couch 
there since the time when I was so ill just 
after Davy died. Those were the nights 
when I knew he’d been drinking, some- 
thing he’d never done before. He was s0 
changed—so different. I didn’t realize I 
was different, too... 

Time does soften one’s grief, though. 
and it takes the sharp edge from one’s sor- 
row. Gradually, I was finding that to be 
true. There were nights when I tossed 
restlessly, unable to sleep, when I began 
to think about my husband again. to won- 
der where he was and what he was doing, 
but I was too proud to ask. The wall be- 
tween us had grown too high. 

It took a jolt to really wake me up, to 
make me realize I owed an obligation to 
the living as well as to my dead. It came 
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in early summer about 2 o’clock in the 
morning with a pounding on the apart- 
ment door and a voice calling out, “It’s 
me. Mrs. Hudson. Gray, the janitor.” 

I grabbed a bathrobe. Old Mr. Gray, 
in pajamas, stood there, brushing his white 
hair with a shaky hand. “I thought you 


ought to know right away, Mrs. Hudson. 
It’s your husband. He’s pretty bad off. 


They just called up from the hospital— 
so I came to tell you.” 

“Who called up? What hospital? What 
I didn’t understand. 
They didn’t say any more. 
Want me to call a 


happened ?” 

“Emergency. 
Probably no accident. 
taxi?” 

That ride was just another of those 
dreams I’d been having when everything 
seemed unreal. Thoughts kept crowding 
into my mind as the taxi wheeled through 
almost deserted streets. Memories I'd kept 
hidden in the far corners of my heart for 
weeks and months. The way Bob held me 
in his arms the first time I ever rode in a 
taxi, the day we were married. The night 
I fainted on the ice. The day Bob brought 
little David and me home from the hos- 
pital . . 

Was I going to lose Bob too? Would I 
have to bury my husband beside my little 
boy? No, no! For the first time in 
months. I thought of Bob as my husband 
and not as little Davy’s father who didn’t 
seem to care. The tiny spark of warmth 
and feeling already kindling in my heart 
began to blaze into a flame... 

The girl at the reception desk was cool 
and detached. “Bob Hudson?” She 
reached for the telephone. “Just a mo- 
ment, please. I'll see.” 

I followed the tall, starched nurse down 
a long corridor that reeked with the smell 
of ether, drugs and disinfectant. 

Bob lay on the narrow hospital bed, his 
head swathed in bandages. his eyes closed. 
He was deathly pale and didn’t appear to 
be even breathing. This was my husband 
—the man I married “for better or worse.” 

The nurse shook her head and smiled 
and left me there. It was then that I 
noticed the police officer standing by the 
window. What had happened? An acci- 
dent? Was Bob to blame? Was that why 
the policeman was there? He must have 
read the questions in my mind for he 
said, not unkindly: “It wasn’t an accident, 
ma’am. He got into a fracas with a couple 
of fellows at the Silver Tavern. By the 
time we got there, it was a free-for-all. 
Your man was hit over the head—a nasty 
crack. If it wasn’t for him being full of 
liquor and woozy from the blow, he’d had 
more sense than to mix it up with Lieu- 
tenant McGovern. Technically, he’s under 
arrest for disturbing the peace and resist- 
ing an officer. I’m sticking around to get 
a statement when he comes out of it.” 

So that was it. Poor Bob, who upheld 
and respected the law as much as any- 
body, who’d never been in trouble before. 
And I was to blame—I knew it now. I 
never realized—because I didn’t want to— 
that Bob was lonely, that he needed me, 


that being married meant sharing sorrows 
as well as pleasures. I’d let my selfish 
grief for little Davy blot out everything 
else. 

HE COOL DAWN CAME and nothing 

was changed. Bob lay as motionless 
and silent as ever. The police officer left. 
The doctor came and went, too, shaking 
his head. “You never can tell about a 
concussion,” he said. “Sometimes it clears 
up right away; other times, it takes days 
and weeks.” 

All I could do was to watch and wait— 
For the first time in months, I 
really turned to God. “Please, Father, give 
me another chance. It isn’t little Davy 
who needs me. He’s safe with you. Please 
give me another chance with Bob, and I'll 
not fail him.” 

Bob wasn’t to blame, I knew. He never 
would have turned to questionable com- 
panions if I’d been with him. And drink- 
ing? Wasn’t that just to take the place 
of the Cokes we used to enjoy together? 
The gambling? That took the place of the 
games we played and the chances we took 
at Coney Island. I reasoned it all out 
during those long hours of waiting... 

I pressed his cold hand to my breast, 
and at last a low moan escaped from his 
Tiny beads of perspiration came out 
His eyes opened. 


and pray. 


lips. 
of his forehead. 

“Cricket!” 

“Bob! Bob, Darling!” 

The brown eyes opened wider. 
is it really you, or am I dreaming 
Don’t leave me, Cricket.” 

“Never, 
I'll never 


“Cricket, 
Don’t 
go away. 

I cradled his head in my arms. 
Bob. my dear. I’m here to stay. 
leave you again—never.” 

Bob’s recovery is taking long time. 
And there is still that charge against him, 
deferred once, but coming up again soon. 
We aren’t afraid of it, though, for we shall 
face it together. After that, we can make 
a fresh, new start. 

I’m working again for a while—at least 
until Bob gets back on his feet. I still 
grieve for my little baby—he will always 
be dear to me. But I know he’s safe with 
Our Heavenly Father, that his innocent 
soul doesn’t lie in the graveyard. And 
some day. God willing. we hope to have 
another little one that we can love and 


keep with us forever. THE END 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 29) 

selves in a refined manner (no fusses or 
fights, loud giggles or vulgar jokes) your 
parents agreed that it was nice for them 
to meet at your house. But then, the kids 
began taking advantage of their good 
humor and kinda ran things in the ground. 

Consequently you‘are very guilty if your 
parents do discourage your friends from 
coming over too often. The solution, 
though is simple. Regulate your behavior 
and your friends just enough so that it 
doesn’t raise the roof. Clean up after your 
fun and show some consideration for your 
mother’s furniture and floor. Take extra 
precautions when you have a party. 





SOME DAY 
YOU'LL WISH 


you started playing 
MUSIC 
MO WE 


OU’LL feel like 

“kicking yourself” 
later if you don’t start 
learning to play your 
favorite instrument 
right now. It’s so 
EASY—such FUN— 





and you learn so 
FAST! Thousands of others now play who 
never thought they could—until they found 


this amazingly simple print-and-picture 
method. You tao can learn at home, in spare 
time, without a teacher. No ‘“‘special talent” 
or previous training needed. No tedious exer- 
cises. Start playing actual pieces BY NOTE 
right away. Soon play any piece you wish. 
Only a few cents per lesson. Piano, accordion, 
ANY instrument. 58th successful year. 900,- 
000 students. 

FREE 36-PAGE ILLUSTRATED BOOK— just send this 
ad, with your name and address filled in below to: 
U. S. SCHOOL OF music, Dept. 346, Port Washing- 
ton, N. Y. (No no will call.) 


























GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
using mysterious 

chance 





Sex Aeoets 2 powerful that even bad women can keep 
good m ile good girls go without. 


HOW To WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of ne ag ey reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
ja that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 

1A just send your name and address today 
and -. delivery deposit only. $2 plus your 

(Or ey 2 with order to save C.O.D. and _ 
B. . "tise for 1 positively GUAR. ANTEE tha 
you will be at , delighted or your‘ money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-F, New York 16 





Here’s The Simple Easy Way That 
COLORS HAIR JET BLACK 


YOU CAN DO IT at home 


TT iti | 
for a..." only 75¢ 04 


COLORS HAIR THAT %s STREAKED, 
GRAY, DULL, FADED, BURNT AND 
LIFELESS—The very first application of 
BLACK STRAND Hair Coloring imparts 
natural-like, jet black beauty to hair that 
is streaked, gray, faded, burnt and off- 
color. And once your hair is all smooth 
and evenly colored, you will be delighted 
to see how easy it is to keep your hair 
always looking its youngest, blackest, best with a Black 
Strand application or touch-up as necessary. Full directions 
are with the BLACK STRAND package. The price is only 75¢ 
plus tax. Get Black Strand Hair Coloring from your drug- 
gist and know the joy of smooth, evenly-colored jet black 
hair “‘by tonight.” Satisfaction or money back guaranteed. 


BLACK STRAND 


5 5 Senwes pee e- 
Brown . . Med ay ao : 


Strand Products Co.. Dept. 723-H, iis re xy Chicago 
7a 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 17) 


lington releases hit the record stalls about 
the same time Victor marketed a 12-inch 
LP of the maestro’s yesteryear offerings 
called “The Duke and His Men.” Starring 
ex-Ellingtonites like trombonist Lawrence 
Brown, drummer Sonny Greer, late bassist 
Jimmy Blanton and tenor saxist Ben Web- 
ster, the album is made up of a dozen sides 
from the 1940-42 period, an era many 
Ellington followers argue was their idol’s 
most creative on records. 

Ellington just recently signed to record 
for the independent Bethelem label. Under 
the pact, he will cut two LP’s a year for the 
diskery and presumably some singles. He 
broke with Capitol when the company re- 
fused to release his band on singles as he 
wanted it. 

With his new Bethelem contract, Elling- 
ton may be set to swell his popularity on 
wax. At least, he now has the band to 
win fans and influence sales via the re- 
corded discs. The current Ellington aggre- 


gation, as critics have noted, is “practically 
re-born.” Paced by a dynamic drummer 
named Sam Woodyard, the group is blast- 
ing and shouting on musical arrangements 
like Ellington bands of old used to do. 

Wiry Sam is a flashy drummer but he’s 
also a tremendously capable percussionist 
as well. Playing with four side drums, two 
bass drums and three cymbals, he keeps up 
a driving beat that never lets the band 
drag. 

Sam’s technique is dazzlingly sensational. 
Fleet of hands, he does fantastic tricks with 
his sticks but never loses a beat as he kicks 
the band on a solid tempo. One of his 
most daring maneuvers finds him squeezing 
pitch changes out of one drum while lean- 
ing on it with an elbow. 

Ellington is elated over his new drum- 
mer, declares that his band has not been 
fired by a percussionist like Sam since 
Louie Bellson played with the group a few 
years ago. 








Why I Like A Large Family 


(Continued from Page 27) 


keenly interested in some kind of hobby, 
and I give all the credit to my family. 

There’s a lot of unity in our family, and 
every family needs that. The younger 
children like to be around the parents and 
the older ones continually have problems 
that require a parent’s understanding and 
advice. All teen-agers have problems and 
they should be able to bring them to the 
parents instead of taking them to their 
friends, minors who don’t know as much 
about life as they perhaps do. 

It seems to me that the relationship be- 
tween parent and child should be such that 
the child is not afraid to let the parent 
know if something is wrong. Too many 
times the youngster keeps these things to 
himself and the problem is never solved. 

In our house, for example, we’ve made 
it clear that the telephone is there as a 
convenience for all of us. So none of the 
kids has to sneak around making calls or 
be afraid that someone is going to intrude 
on his or her privacy. Such mutual re- 
spect for others is important in a happy. 
peaceful family. That means that the par- 
ents also benefit, because if you’re on the 
level with a kid, the chances are the kid 
will be on the level with you. 

Our family spends a lot of time together, 
although some people may think we’re 
apart most of the time because of the way 
baseball schedules work. The fact is, my 
family always travels with me. The longest 
period we’re apart is when I go West with 
the team for 13 days. After the regular 
baseball season if I go barnstorming, my 
wife goes along with me. It’s just like a 
vacation for us. The whole family goes 
along with me for spring training. The 


kids have always looked forward to it. 
The two oldest girls remain in school in 
Philadelphia, but the others, who attend 
private school in New York, get their les- 
sons each week and mail their homework 
back every Friday. It’s a rule that before 
they can leave the hotel and go to the 
swimming pool dowr in Miami, they have 
to finish their school work. 

Now that the children are older, they 
have noticed how colored and white are 
separated down in Miami. It so happens 
that the Dodger dugout is located on the 
side of the ball park where only white 
fans are permitted. And the children no- 
tice other things, too. “Daddy, we don’t 
play with white kids down here,” they tell 
me, so I have to tell them the truth. And 
seeing the team play in other parts of the 
country helps them to see that in most 
places, color makes no difference. For my 
part, I only hope that whatever I have ac- 
complished, and will accomplish in the fu- 
ture in major league baseball will be a 
contribution to the kind of unity that is just 
as important in a nation as in a family. 

As far as careers for my children—who 
knows what they’ll grow up to be? My 
father neither encouraged nor discouraged 
me about baseball. I just liked the game 
and I played lots of it. My kids, of course, 
are real fans, but I wouldn’t want the boys 
to go into it just because of me. [ realize 
I couldn’t force them into it, anyway. I’ve 
got news for you—kids today just won't 
be forced. 

Lord only knows what my children will 
be professionally when they grow up. They 
can be whatever they choose—as long as 
they’re ladies and gentleman. THE END 
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Louis Jordan 
(Continued from Page 21) 


“knock,” meaning give, very popular at 
the time Claude Demetrius, an itinerant 
Harlem songwriter whose output included 
the King Cole hit, Frim Fram Sauce, 
turned out Ain’t That Just Like A Woman. 

One after another with not a single miss, 
the Louis Jordan hit platters poured out. 
He was going to his “people”—the “lower 
level” characters—for his material. Shrewd 
and with native Arkansas mother wit, 
Louis knew what side his bread was but- 
tered on. By ignoring Tin Pan Alley and 
its commercial tunes which eventually 
handcuffed Billy Eckstine, King Cole and 
the Ink Spots, Jordan was home free in an 
element most of his contemporaries turned 
up their noses at. Weldon, Jackson, De- 
metrius and others, including Sam (Spo- 
De-O-Dee) Theard, the eccentric New Or- 
leans-born comedian whose /’l/] Be Glad 
When You’re Dead, You Rascal You, be- 
came a hit, got on the Louis Jordan’s Hit 
Parade with Let The Good Times Roll. 

After Pearl Harbor, there was a stepped 
up demand for jazz of all types for the 
armed forces. Louis Jordan was easily 
the favorite of a majority of the Negro 
servicemen. In association with former 
Brown University all-America football star, 
Fritz Pollard Sr., the writer suggested that 
Jordan be shown on the then new Soundie 
Movies along with Cab Calloway, Lena 
Horne, Pearl Bailey, Ella Fitzgerald, Dizzy 
Gillespie, Duke Ellington and the other top 
musical stars. 

A series was put on film at the old Film- 
craft (Biograph) Studios in the Bronx. But 
there is a story before this. Jordan, on one 
of his first trips outside New York, went 
to Chicago where he was “discovered” by 
a young white music enthusiast named 
Berle Adams, playing at the old Capitol 
Lounge in the Loop. Berle became his first 
manager of record. A tieup was effected 
with Leeds Music Corp. to publish the Jor- 
dan hits. Lou Levy, president of the firm, 
was the husband of one of the famed sing- 
ing Andrew Sisters and the firm had first 
pick on most of Decca’s songs. 

Adams arranged a one-nighter tour for 
Jordan and his rapidly becoming famous 
Tympany Five. It included Louis’ first ap- 
pearance at Harlem’s strategic Apollo 
Theater. Then as now, the famous old 
125th Street showcase of Negro perform- 
ers is the place where the stars get their 
start. Approval there is almost tantamount 
to success elsewhere. For this reason, sing- 
ers, dancers, musicians and orchestras from 
all sections of the country—from Califor- 
nia to Massachusetts, from Louisiana to 
Montreal, work toward the day they can 
get that precious “week” at Frank Schiff- 
man’s emporium of colored entertainment. 

When Schiffman put out his first an- 
nouncement that he had booked Louis Jor- 
dan for a week’s run, his telephone switch- 
board was swamped with calls from all 


over New York. People wanted to make 
reservations. Some wanted to buy up seats 
in blocks. 

“It was frightening,” Schiffman recalls. 
“No one we had ever played here before 
stirred up such a furore.” As a result of 
these early calls. weeks before the actual 
engagement, Schiffman reshuffled his sched- 
ule and put Jordan on his books for an 
unprecedented two Louis could 
have stayed there four weeks. Doing as 
many as seven and eight shows a day. he 
could have done ten and still not satisfy 
the throngs that lined each side of the 
theater in 125th Street for a block. Jordan 
had become a star, and one of the biggest 
of them all! 


” 


weeks. 


N THE SOUNDIES he introduced his 

famous song. Beware! These and other 
Soundie Movies (it was a bulky machine 
installed in taverns and restaurants show- 
ing a three-minute feature film with musi- 
cal soundtrack costing a dime to play) 
made Jordan one of the busiest artists 
under contract. People loved him for his 
earthy songs, his “natural born” blues 
voice; his whimsical clowning in bright- 
colored costumes, his humorous _philoso- 
phy heard in the “sermons” he preached 
to the patrons in the front row seats in the 
theaters he played. 

Meanwhile, the hits continued to roll out 
of his studio sessions. One after another 
came Salt Pork, West Virginia, They 
Raided The Joint, Tender, Slender and 
Tall, Choo Choo Chi-Boogie, Texas and 
Pacific, Nobody Here But Us Chickens, 
Is You Is, Or Is You Ain’t My Baby? 
and Don’t Worry ’Bout That Mule. Jor- 
dan’s earnings skyrocketed. At one stage, 
his records alone brought him more than 
$500,000 a year. 

He was the one who started the present 
vogue of small combos, proving in the 
process that the small band could be big 
business. He shrewdly kept his group 
small and made it an exclusively blues 
organization. Musically, he introduced the 
“shuffle rhythm” of boogie-woogie playing 
that is the basis of all the rock and roll 
music of today. By keeping a compact 
unit, he was able to control and govern 
the effect of his music and at the same 
time. give each member of the outfit the 
chance to be featured. 

Although vocally, he could sing any- 
thing, from spirituals to popular music, 
Jordan doggedly stuck to his blues format. 
It became his signature. As a highly skilled 
musician, a stage, screen and radio per- 
sonality, comedian, recording artist and a 
songwriter, himself, Jordan moved into 
the second spot behind Bing Crosby, him- 
self, as the top selling Decca Records star. 

Smartly managed by Berle Adams, Jor- 
dan was so great at Decca that the hired 
hands dropped everything to set him up 
for his studio date whenever he was on 
schedule. In other phases of his business, 
Adams got him out of the cocktail lounge 
class and into the big night clubs with 
featured bookings and not as a “relief” 


band or “intermission” outfit. He upset the 
notion that nothing could be done on a 
big scale with a small band. 

Because of Jordan, there was a rush by 
big bandleaders to get small combinations 
into the swim, notably Cab Calloway and 
his Cab Jivers, Count Basie and his Sextet, 
and numerous others, including at a later 
date, Johnny Hodges, Cootie Williams, 
Dizzy Gillespie and Buck Clayton. 

Meanwhile, Louis was having wife trou- 
ble and then followed the usual rash ‘of 
“you-said-I-said-he-said’s” that go with 
such troubles as his spouse, Fleecie, in 
whose name he had put a lot of his prop- 
erty and song titles, began “getting in my 
hair.” By this time, Jordan was setting 
all time recording records. Even Bing 
Crosby, taking. notice of him, asked to 
record with him in an effort to get into the 
Jordan spotlight. 

Ed Sullivan admitted at first he didn’t 
like Louis because of the type of stuff he 
was singing, but after he had a talk with 
him and listened closely to the Jordan 
records, he came out in his column as a 
whole-hearted supporter of the likeable 
bandleader and singer and one of his big- 
gest boosters on Broadway. 

Astor Pictures made a full-length movie, 
all-colored of course, starring Jordan. It 
was called Reet, Petite And Gone! after a 
Jordan song hit. After that, Jordan be- 
came a full-fledged movie star working in 
pictures on the lots of Universal, Republic, 
Columbia and Monogram. But he wasn’t 
too happy about it because he resented 
being cast in servile roles and as a buck- 
eyed comedian. They made a compromise 
and gave him a two-reeler all to himself 
called Caldonia, which was a smash hit in 
both Negro and white theaters. 

He made three more real big records 
still regarded as hits: the Calypso knock- 
outs, Run Joe, Stone Cold Daid in de Mar- 
ket with Ella Fitzgerald, and the inter- 
national “parlor strut,” Early in the 
Mornin’. His troubles began mounting 
after that. Doctors told him he was work- 
ing too hard; that he was putting too much 
strain on his vocal cords and that the long 
hours of nightly playing, rehearsals and 
benefits he was playing would have to end. 
His physician, Dr. James Wilson of New 
York, said Louis had become an arthritis 
victim. A lot of dates had to be canceled; 
two recording dates at Decca had to be 
rescheduled in order for him to clear up 
his business before quitting. 

He and Berle Adams dissolved their re- 
lationship as Berle moved upstairs as a 
MCA vice president. Decca began plugging 
the Andrew Sisters, Bing Crosby and the 
Mills Brothers and Louis felt he was being 
shoved aside. The company started putting 
some of his biggest tunes on the shelf, 
refusing to put them on the market for 
some reason. 

The word went around that Decca was 
throwing its spotlight on its white artists 
—the Andrews, Crosby and Guy Lombardo 
and letting up on its Negro artists, all 
except the Ink Spots, the Mills Brothers 
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and Satchmo Armstrong. Even Lionel 
Hampton, by now a topnotcher, was getting 
the “freeze.” 

Fed up, finally, Louis broke his 17 year 
pact with Decca to move to another label, 
called Groove. Nothing happening, he 
signed a contract with an independent out- 
fit, Aladdin Records of Hollywood calling 
for a guarantee over and above the stand- 
ard recording royalty. But the spell was 
broken. Jordan hasn’t had a hit since leav- 
ing Decca! There were several attempts 
on Aladdin like Dad Gum Ya Hide, Boy, 
Whiskey Do Your Stuff, Just Like a Butter- 
fly and a commercial-sounding thing that a 
lot of listeners thought was Jordan’s ver- 
sion of Conchita Banana, but not a hit in a 
carload. 

Louis, who in 1946 had temporarily lost 
his voice, went to his ranch in 195] in Ari- 
zona to do something about his health. He 
took a new wife with him, the former Mrs. 
Florence Hayes Johnson of Chicago, whom 
he married in Providence, R. I. When he 
returned to work after a long rest, his 
bookings became increasingly big money 
deals in Las Vegas, Miami, Los Angeles, 
Cafe Society in New York, the Silhouette 
on Chicago’s North Side where he intro- 
duced his first 16-piece band containing 
several white musicians plus his own floor 
show featuring the dancing Jordanette 
Girls and tapster Teddy Hale. Eventually 
he cut the big band down to “my size”. 

His turning down of foreign dates and 
taking prolonged layoffs from his personal 
appearances began eating away at the pop- 
ularity of the original “Rock and Roller.” 
His search for new material turned up 
blanks and Decca, with a vault full of 
Jordan records which may never be re- 
leased since he is not with the firm any 
longer, hasn’t helped his cause at all. 

His present recording connections are 
not to his liking, either. Somebody has 


stepped in, evidently, and is “selecting” his 
material. Net result: a lot of silly commer- 
cial stuff, popular tunes entirely unsuited 
for the Jordan delivery. It has developed 
into a terrific bust which no one realizes 
better than Jordan. 

“But 1956 is my year,” he said recently 
while in Miami. “I’m coming back with a 
raft of new stuff and a beat that'll rock ’em 
like the elephant rocked Noah’s Ark. I 
feel fine. I’m working out a new deal for 
making records and my bookings will soon 
not be confined to the big white clubs 
where Negroes can’t get in. Ill be heard 
from one end of the country to the other,” 
he continued, adding that “television is big 
on my program from now on with a series 
of appearances already scheduled for some 
of the big network shows.” 

Most certainly not the least in Jordan’s 
scheme of things is his new vocalist, a 
handsome, dimpled Philadelphian named 
Dottie Smith. An expert bongo player and 
snare drummer, Dottie led her own outfit 
in and out of New York for years. As the 
female attraction with Louis Jordan, she 
is already exciting favorable comment on 
Louis’ present cross-country tour. She will 
sing duets with him on some of new re- 
cordings. 

“T’ve been picking up a lot of new mate- 
rial,” Louis says. “Some of my old writers 
and a brand new crop of others have been 
bringing me all kinds of good material, the 
stuff I can do and do well. It makes a guy 
feel real good to know so many people are 
in his corner!” 

As it looks from here, Louis Jordan is 
far from being washed up. In fact, he is 
in the position today to move in and be- 
come the No. 1 Rock and Roll Man, sup- 
planting the usurper, Bill Haley and his 
Comets, the white outfit that has been 
getting all the attention. Just watch Louis 


go! THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


Veteran singer-dancer-comedian- mimic 
and musician Sammy Davis, Jr. once was 
billed as a 44-year-old midget. Gimmick 
billing was to fool police while he worked 
in vaudeville, at the age of five, with his 
uncle and dad. Sammy reveals, however, 
that he was snatched right off stage several 
times by the wise gentlemen of the law. 

Jazz critics are watching pretty 

Jean Davis, a 21-year old lady trum- 

pet player, blowing modern sounds 

around New York City that could give 

a lot of cats something to write home 

about. Says she learned modern jazz 

listening to records and sitting in on 
jam sessions, 

Sax-man Lucky Thompson, touring 
Europe with the Dizzy Gillespie band, 
plans to eventually bring his family over 
and settle in Paris, where he'll continue 
to study and compose. 

American soldier boys stationed in 

Britain who haven't had the chance 


6&0 


to dig the new Basie band and the 

fabulous Joe Williams, will get that 

chance when Basie goes to Europe in 

September for some six weeks. He 

plans to concert in several countries 

and also play every American base in 

Britain. 

Singer Nat “King” Cole is being offered 
straight dramatic roles in Hollywood .. . 
no singing. He'll be seen in the forth- 
coming Errol Flynn movie “Istanbul”. 

The book written by Billie Holiday 
will be hitting the bookstores soon, 
but not before the last chapter has 
been re-written. According to her 
latest brush with the law, Lady-Day 
hasn’t given up all the old habits as 
claimed in the final chapters. 

Comic Timmy Rogers is hoping the right 
strings will be pulled so his TV show, seen 
locally in California, can be placed on the 
national network. 

Mrs. Count Basie’s personal man- 


agement treatment geared for stars 

only. She’s been giving socialite 

Rubie Johnson (wife of ex-Liquor 

Commissioner Sol) the big build-up 

via the Phil Moore glamor treat- 

ment, wardrobe by Oleg Cassini, and 
the promise of an opening debut at 
one of New York’s plushiest down- 
town bistros. Best part of all is that 
the gal’s got talent and looks to mach. 

Ballad singer Herb Jeffries is back in 
circulation with a batch of new songs writ- 
ten specially for him by the original “Na- 
ture Boy”. He’s now being billed as the 
Prophet Singer. 

Our “what-has-happened-to” sleuth 
has discovered Rex Stewart, Duke 
Ellington’s ex-trumpet star, in Al- 
bany, New York. He’s a jazz dise 
jockey there. 

Cutest young romance going on between 
Merle Treadwell, 16-year old daughter of 
George Treadwell, husband-manager of 
Sarah Vaughan, and one of the singing 
Solitaires. 

Billy Eckstine was taught that 
dancing bit by Honi Coles of the 
dancing team of Coles and Atkins. 





New Baby 
(Continued from Page 40) 


“That makes a lot of sense, Doctor. Doing 
things your way, Harry and I can avoid a 
great many little problems.” 

“Sure you can,” I said. “Tell me: do 
you plan to put the new baby in Ellen’s 
room?” 

“Why, yes, I suppose so,” Helen said. 
“Ellen is outgrowing her crib and we 
thought that the baby could have it. We 
would then get a youth bed for Ellen.” 

“Fine,” I said, “but why not get the bed 
for her before the baby is born so that the 
transition can be made without associating 
it with the new child? You don’t want 
Ellen to feel that the baby has pushed her 
out of her own bed.” 

“No, indeed!” Helen said emphatically. 
“T’'ll tell Harry what you said as soon as he 
gets home.” She paused, then asked: “Sup- 
pose, Doctor, Ellen asks where the baby 
is coming from. What do I tell her?” 

“Ellen is young,” I said, “but not too 
young to be told the truth. Tell her simply, 
and diplomatically, as much as will satisfy 
her. Long explanations or detailed ones 
are unneccessary at this age. 

“By the way, after the baby comes it 
would be a good idea if you and your hus- 
band are a little more lavish in your love 
and affection for Ellen. The baby will take 
up much of the time and attention that 
used to be hers, exclusively, so that if you 
can compensate her for this loss with an 
extra hug or squeeze, a story or song, she 
will stay a pleasant and happier child. 

“Another source of trouble, Helen, is the 
well meaning friend or relative who comes 
to see the new baby with a gift, forgetting 
the older child. Youngsters are extremely 
sensitive to these little things. It might be 
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The B. B. King Story 


(Continued from Page 31) 


haps they had bought a “lemon.” After 
that first night of the blues the way B.B. 
King plays and sings ’em, it was “all she 
wrote,” as the hipsters say. Pep’s had the 
SRO sign up every night of the engage- 
ment. There followed frantic efforts to 
hold King and his band over for a couple 
of weeks more, but tight booking commit- 
ments didn’t permit it. 

After he learned to play guitar, Riley 
King sought greener pastures for Missis- 
sippi has little to offer the talented Negro 
musician where steady work is concerned. 
rhe state, because of its peculiar attitudes 
toward colored people, by some strange 
alchemy of psychology, creates in many of 
them the basic urge to be somebody, to 
get ahead, to do things—big. But Mis- 
sissippi then turns them out for some 
other state or city to grab them off as their 
own—a parallel might be seen in neigh- 
boring Alabama that gave birth to but did 
nothing for Nat King Cole, Willie Mays, 
Joe Louis, Jesse Owens, W. C. Handy and 
many others. 

Young King naturally drifted to Mem- 
phis and its fabled Beale Street which is 
always swarming with others like him— 
guitar, piano, drum and horn players, 
singers, dancers, comedians—all waiting 
for the miracle that will transform them 
from nobodies into the stars of tomorrow. 

Famed Nat D. Williams, professor, poet, 
disc jockey and official chronicler of the 
Beale Street he loves so well, describes 
Riley shortly after he came to town, and 
got his start. 

“He was a country boy, another in the 
thousands who quit the farms each year, 
who came to town. I remember the day 
B.B. came to Memphis and showed up at 
radio station WDIA where I work. It was 
raining terrifically outside that day and 
I happened to look through a glass parti- 
tion where I saw a dark, brownskinned 
fellow standing in the corridor with water 
dripping off his battered old hat, water 
oozing from the soles of his worn-out 
shoes. Drenched all over, he was, and he 
held on to with dear life a worn and really 
banged up old guitar under his arm. It 
didn’t even have a case. He stood there 
looking wistfully at me through that glass 
partition. 

“Well, Ole Nat D. (that’s me) decided 
it looks like a boy’s wandered a mighty 
long way from Beale Street and I won- 
dered what he was doing out in this sec- 
tion. Well, I told myself, it’s raining and 
maybe I’d better ask him something so I 
won't have to send him on back out there 
in that rain. So I said: ‘What you know, 
pal? What’s on your mind?’ He said, ‘I 
want to make a record.’ I asked him 
again, trying to get it through my mind 
the whole picture of a guy coming that far 
for something we don’t ordinarily do. So 
in order to pacify him, I asked him what 


he could do and told him to play some- 
thing. He put his wet guitar under his 
arm and began plunking out something.” 

Professor Nat says he’ll never forget 
that day in 1949, and his strange guest. 
“Beale Streeter that I am,” he says, “I 
sorta had to perk up because here was the 
spirit of Beale Street standing there be- 
fore me personified. In this country boy 
with his guitar under his arm and that 
melody pouring out of his very spirit, was 
the stuff dream sagas are made on. B.B. 
sang songs of the rice patties of Arkansas, 
the white gold cotton patches of Mississip- 
pi, the canebrakes of Louisiana, the gold 
that made Beale Street famous around the 
world. That was the type of thing B.B. 
King was singing to me there in the studio 
that rainy day. I called Mr. Ferguson, the 
owner of the station, and the program 
director, Mr. Kern, to come in and listen. 
They were impressed.” 

Next time Nat Williams heard of B.B. 
King it was in the pages of Billboard 
Magazine, the Bible of show business; a 
review of the sensational debut of the 
B.B. King blues band at the famous Har- 
lem Apollo Theater. 

T WAS NAT WILLIAMS who started 

the ball rolling for B.B. He got him a 
job as a disc jockey where he could sing 
and play his guitar, helped him to get his 
own combination and show together right 
there on Beale Street. “Next thing I 
knew,” he recalls, “B.B. came into his own. 
Today Beale Street is proud of him. His 
shoes no longer lead. They are shiny, 
new shoes. His clothes are the last word 
in sharpness. His guitar—well the old 
battered one he came to me with is put 
away as a treasured antique. He has a 
new guitar—several of them—with all the 
gadgets to make it sound good. His hair is 
slick, his hat is sharp and the boys along 
Beale recognize B.B. as one of the sharp- 
est cats on the stroll. And he rolled into 
New York right: in one of his two brand 
new Cadillacs.” 

Yet, there are people right there in 
Memphis who remember how they openly 
boasted about turning off their radios 
when B.B. King’s show came over the air 
from WDIA. 

He isn’t the only blues singer to under- 
go such snubs. Muddy Waters found the 
going just as rough when he quit Missis- 
sippi to go to Chicago permanently and 
play his brand of blues for the people. 
World famed Marian Anderson, the con- 
cert contralto star, was laughed and 
sneered at by the high and mighty among 
the Negroes of her hometown Philadelphia 
when she attempted to give her small con- 
certs on her climb to the dizzy heights she 
eventually attained. Roland Hayes, one of 
the world’s foremost tenors, was the 
laughing stock of Negro culture along the 
Eastern seaboard and was forced to go 
abroad to Germany and France there to 


perfect his art and win appreciation and 
esteem before he got up nerve enough to 
return to America and start his fabulous 
career in classical music. B.B. King was 
just traveling a well-worn path to great- 
ness back there in Memphis. 

It’s not just ordinary blues that B.B. 
King plays. It’s a brand new conception 
of the medium as old as the hills, but still 
as new as tomorrow. The basic blues 
changes are there—the fundamental three 
chord changes which serve as the floor for 
the whole structure of the world of blues 
and rhythm. What King adds to it is his 
own variations of rhythm; a beat that’s in 
between the old-time slow-drag of the 1920s 
and the Lindy Hop tempo of the mid- 
1930s. There are a lot of other innova- 
tions, strictly B.B. King, that have been 
tossed in and the whole pot vigorously 
stirred by a churning, driving, subtle, 
jumping beat with accents on odd intervals 
and in strange places that let you know 
youre listening to something you haven't 
felt before. 

Although he’s a product moulded by 
Beale Street traditions for the blues, B.B. 
King’s blues are not even remotely in the 
class of the St. Louis Blues, Beale Street 
Blues, and the other classics of the form. 
Instead, his are the sum total of all these 
blues plus other contemporary strains that 
are being composed every hour of the day 
on a thousand street corners, in a thousand 
back rooms, juke joints, riverfronts, cane- 
brakes, holes-in-the-walls everywhere Ne- 
gro musicians gather. 

Few musicians have been able to mimic 
or copy the B.B. King style and that may 
be a prime factor in his being a topnotch 
attraction. It’s the same everywhere he 
goes—the Auditorium in Kansas City, the 
Riviera in St. Louis, the Auditorium in 
Atlanta, the Fairground in Dayton, the 
City Auditorium in Houston, the Gray- 
stone in Detroit, the Uptown Theater in 
Cleveland, the Club Ebony in Memphis, 
the Savoy Ballroom in Los Angeles, 
Stevens Rose Room in Jackson, Miss.— 
they turn away the people. 

B.B. doesn’t read music very well. An 
ear player, he is now studying the Schling- 
er System for the electric guitar. But it 
doesn’t matter. People don’t know or care 
whether he reads music so long as he sings 
and plays the blues they want to hear.” 
This fellow, who has a way about the 
blues, plays them on the piano, also, and 
he lives, sleeps and dreams the blues like 
no other man before him has done. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 7) 


talk with the minister of your church and 
explain your problem to him. Ask for his 
advice as to what you should do. He is 
probably an understanding person and will 
help to strengthen your belief in your own 
church. After he has helped ease your wor- 
ried mind, you will be better able to spend 
more time finding a job. 
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